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FROM THE M@ZV7S/B2M EDITOR'S DESK: FANzInes or FUNzInes? 


OSIRIS Publications takes great pride In producing fanzInes that are as professtonal as possible 
in both content and appearance. We work hard to do It, and enjoy what we do; and If we didn't 
en joy the end result, we most Iikely would never do It at all. But we take the Idea of profes- 
sftonalism quite serlously.- Just because a fanzine Is an amateur publication does not mean [+t 
must be an amateurlsh one. 


DoIng a fanzine “for fun and profit" -- as so many seem to do = Is not doling a fanzine at all, 
for it cheats the fans [fn many ways, depriving them of quality, and forcing them to pay for 
something nowhere near as good as It could bee That sort of thing Its what we sometimes term 
"vanity press," perhaps, but nothing more. Those of us who take our work and our responslIblIli- 
tles serfously, who want to provide the best quality writing and art for our fellow fans -- for 
our readers -- are too proud of what we do to ever let It degenerate to vanity press status. 


Everyone In fandom agrees fanzIines should be fune They should be looked at, read, and above all, 
enjoyed. However, we also feel fanzines -- or more accurately, fanzine staff (writers, artists, 
editors, and others) -- have major responsibilities to thelr readers. After all, the readers are 
the ones who must enjoy themselves looking through and reading the fanzines we produce. We, the 
fanzine staff, must provide something special, something our readers will find both enjoyable and 
entertaining. 


Those who write for fanzines do so for many reasons, but primarily because each writer has a 
story to tell, and wants to share It with others. And each artist, regardless of style, wants to 
present work that Is well=-drawn, sesthetically appealing. Above all, they want to do what they 
doe And they also want to do the best they can do. 


Those who edit fanzines have a sometimes difficult -- and not always enjoyable -- task. For they 


Those who edit fanztnes have a sometimes difficult -- and not always enjoyable -- task. For they 
are the ones who must take each writer's work and refine It, helping the writer to turn a rough 
draft Into a polished story, so thelr readers wil! enjoy It that much more. And they must see 
that the ert they print with thelr storles Is the best possible, so thelr readers may enjoy the 
overall! visual presentation of the fanzine, and so both writers and artists can be proud of their 
work and the way In which It Is presented. 


Editing a fanztne Is not always fun. It cannot bee There are deadlines to meet, tempers to be 
cooled, egos to be soothed. Those who merely take a manuscript, retype It, then print it are not 
editors, whatever they may call themselves. They are publishers, nothing more. 


We have long contended that belng an editor entalls far more responsIbII!fty than It does privi- 
lege. Yes, an editor Is free to select the stories to be printed, and Is free to edit those 
stories as he or she sees fit, although each editor must also be aware that any rewriting should 
always be done by the author, not the editor. To be an editor, the person doling these things 
must above all else know what he or she Is dolInge It can be hard work Indeed -- but rewarding If 
what the editor then pub/Jshes Is the best work It can be. 


We bring this to the attention of our readers because of a number of newcomers to the fanzine 
scene -- publishers (not editors, for even now, many of them do not yet know what the word truly 
means) who belleve fanzines should be fun for all, nothing but fun -- and first and foremost, fun 
for the fanzine staff. They talk at great length about "putting the fun back [Into fanzines" -- 
but the only fun they mean Is thelr own. 


A good movie Is fune A good party Is fune A day at the beach, or a zoo, or a ballpark Is fun. 


But fs It "fun" for a writer to labour for hours over a particularly cructal scene, In order to 
get It Just right? {ts It "fun" for an artist to work and rework one tiny corner of an Tllustra- 
tion or portralt again and again, In order to capture the specIfic nuances of a character's 
smile? is It "fun" for an editor to cast and recast a sentence for a w iter, until all the words 
flow just so, and make sense to everyone reading It -- or to reject a story written by a friend, 
because the characterisations are too flawed or the plot too unbellevable, or too weak? 


Well, yes, In a way, Itt can be fun -- but far more often, It Is work more than pleasure. It Is 
work we do In order to bring pleasure to others, not to ourselves. We do not wite, Illustrate, 
edit, and publish fanzines for our pleasure, for our fun -- but for the pleasure of our readers. 


This ts somethtng these newcomers to fanzine editing and publishing do not yet understand. They 
prefer creating a "funzIne" to creating a fanziInee Given time, many of them wi!! mature enough 
some day To know we get our own greatest enjoyment from the pleasure, the "fun" of others. Some, 
unfortunately, will never learn, for they are Incapable of recognizing even thelr own short- 
comings, let alone those of others. 


But the ones who do learn -- thelr fanzines will one day provide the entertainment, the pleasure, 
the "fun" we hope ours do today. 


“-Joy Harrison 
Managing Editor 
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author's permission tn the final tssue of OUTLANDS, by Pandora Publications. 


The story ts dedicated to Marcla Brin, for the remarks that led to It and 
made Its course Inevitable; and, of course, to George, Steven, Harrison, and 
Ke Huy Quanee. 


"For Fortune and Glory..." 


(By Joy Harrtson) 


".eeabout the size of a child's fist, set with lapIs ands..." 


"Come on, Marcus," his IIstener Interrupted, folding his arms and leanIng casually against an 
overflowing bookcase. A small stone figurine rocked precertously on an upper shelf, then settled 


Sideways against a stack of dusty manuscripts. “Surely you don't belleve all that superstitious 
nonsense!" 


Marcus Brody, curator of the Natlonal Museum, took a bite out of the apple he had taken from his 
friend's cluttered desk, gestured vaguely, and spoke around a mouthful of frult. "Well, there's 


usually a grain of truth somewhere In these old legends, you know, and this one has perst!sted for 
rather a long time." 


Indiana Jones snorted In disgust and took off his glasses. "Yeah, just IIke elves and fairies 


and goblins. I! don't belfeve in any of that stuff; you know that. So why trot out this old tale 
now?" 


Brody spoke with a patience born of long familiarity; they'd had similar conversations many times 
before. "Because | recelved an Interesting cable from Calro yesterday. An old acqualntance 
there, a quite reputable scholer, has Information on the Eye, what he deems tIrrefutable evidence 
of Its exIstence. And If It Ts realeee" 


He knew he'd sald Just enough when he saw the eager gleam appear In the other man's hazel eyes. 
Much as the younger archaeologist might deny any Interest, hts curlosity had been whetted. Just 
a IIttle more prompting now... 


"Just think of It, Indy- The udjat Eye, the Eye of Horus == the real Eye, If there truly Is one 
-- would be an Incredible find, the kind of thing we all dream of. It's like Carter's discovery 
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of Tutankhamen's tomb In '22. I+ could make your reputatton..." 
“To say nothing of the Museum's, huh?" 


Brody shruggede "The Museum has a fine reputation as It Ise You, on the other hand, have quite 
a bit to live downe That business In Honduras, and Madagascar... Tell me, did the sultan really 
threaten to...? Oh, never mind! But there are a number of people who think you're nothing but 
an adventurer, a grave-robber. They think “you'd do well to make an effort to emulate René 
Belloq, who, | am told, Is a noteworthy addition to our profession." 


“Noteworthy? You know better than that, and so do lt. | do what has to be done, that's afl. And 
I'm a damned sight better than that..." 


"I know, | know," the older man Interrupted, trying to avert an angry tirade about archaeological 
ethics. “And, personally, | agree with you == we'd be far better off without people IIke Bel loq. 
We're not grave-robbers, after all, no matter what the sensational press may clalm; we're 
scholars, trying to reclaim and resurrect the past. Our motives may not always be pure, but at 
least we're sincere, and we do all subscribe to the International Treaty for the Protection of 
Antiquittes." He paused. “Indiana, will you go to Calro for me?" 


It was the other man's turn to shrug. "Why not?" He walked back to his desk. "The semester's 
almost over, and | could use a holiday =~ areal one, this time. Maybe I'll take Shorty; he'd 
IIke Cafro, and I'm sure Sallah'd Iike him." 


"You might have a hard time keeping him out of mischlef. He's rather, uh, active, shall we say?" 


"That's one way of putting It," Indy agreed with a laughe “But | can't see any reason not to 
take him, and | don't like the Idea of leaving him here on his owne He'd probably get In trouble 
the minute | left. Can you Imagine the scandal, for the College and for me, If he gets caught 
picking pockets or stealing cars around here? 


"Besides, this Isn't going to be an adventure, after all, Just a short trip to Catro to see this 
"evidence,* check It out, and maybe do a IIttle digging... More of a vacation than work, really. 


You don't foresee any danger, do you?" 


“None at alle tn fact, | Imagine the trip'II be good for youe You've been looking a bit...tired 
lately." 


Tired’s not the word for It, Indy thought ruefully. Wiille Scott was quite an entertalIner <-- fn 


more ways than one. They'd shared an Interesting couple of weeks, since their return to the 
States from Indlae As he'd once told Short Round, the only thing really wrong with Willle was 
the nofse, and when she wasn't busy talking == or screaming, which she did at an Incredible 
volume -- she could display a wide range of talents. 

She'd left for her parents’ home In Missour! only that mornings. 


“How soon can you leave?" Marcus asked abruptly. 


“Well, It'll take about a week to get everything finished here, all the reports and files. 
Classes'!! be over then, and there's finals..." 


"Can you get someone to cover for you?" 


*7+* 


Indy shrugged again. “Sure. Hansen owes me a favour. But what's the hurry?" 


"Just a feeling I've got.e This Is tmportant, Indy, and | don't want to miss out on It. There's 
no way of knowIng how many others know about It. The true Eye of Horus Is reputed to be an 
Incredibly powerful amulet; | don't want to see It fall Into the wrong hands." 


"Belloq's? Or maybe the Germans’? Don't worry, Marcus, I'I! find It before they do, If It 
really exIsts.e How hard can It be?" 


"i'l! cable ibn Sayeed, then, and fet him know when to expect youe You'll leave tn about a 
week 2?" 


"| should be ready by then." 


Brody nodded. "Good, that's settled, then. [il call you this eventing with Information on your 
contacts In Egypte" On hits way to the door, he tossed the rematns of his apple Into a waste 
basket. "You might want to get [In touch with your Egyptian friend Sailah. If you've any digging 
to do, he'll be Invaluable." 


"Marcus," Indy drawled, his eyes dancing with suppressed laughter, "If you ever plan to tell me 
to do something that you don't already know I'm going to do, warn me, will you? Otherwise, the 
shock might be fatal." 


Brody merely grunted In response. He was used to his friend's humour. 


"And now," the younger man continued, "would you please get out of here, so I can get back to 
dotng what this place pays me for?" His orin took the sting from his words, and the other man 
was smiling as he left. 


Indy settled Into the chair behind hfs desk, sighed wearily, and ran a hand through his sandy 
hatr. It had been a tong and difficult daye Much as he loved archaeology and enjoyed teaching, 
there were times when he was serlously tempted to walk out on his own classes.- All those eager 
and enthusfastic students -- except, sometimes, they were tar more Interested In him than his 
sub ject matter. And today, he'd been thinking a lot more about Willie than about Neolithic 
burial sites; It made his class more of a rambling discourse than a coherent sclentific lecture. 


And now, this. 


How did he manage to let himself be talked Into something IIke this? !t+ wasn't as If It were the 
first time, butec. 


The Eye of Horus, for God's sake.ee.e All he wanted was a I!fttle peace and quiet, some time to 
himself, a couple of months on an Interesting dig somewhere -- preferably far from the rest of 
the worldee.e 


“Well, not this time, Jones," he told himself wryly. 
Still, a few days tn Calro with Sallah and his family might not be such a bad thing after all, 


might even provide some of that “peace" he'd been missing. Certainly not the "quiet," given his 
old friend's family, but... 
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"Indiana," he sald to himself with another sigh, "It looks IIke you're doomed to keep right on 
beIng a victim of that old Chinese curse... Shi-wong ni shen I! chi jing -- may you Ifve tn 
Interesting times..." 


ee &e he 


“The next week went by quickly, as Marshall College wound Its way Inexorably toward the end of the 


semester. The Department of Archaeology arranged a substitute to cover the temporary absence of 
one of Its staff == much to the dismay of many of the female students, who often sat through 
lectures day-dreaming about the handsome Professor Indlana Jones; Poul Hansen, at age fifty-nine, 
was nowhere near as attractive. 


With only a few hours remalning before he was due to leave for New York on the first leg of the 
long Journey to Cairo, Indy pulled a battered sultcase from the closet In hfs smal! bedroom and 
began tossing things Into It -- a beat-up leather jacket, a couple of khakI shirts, arazor, a 
few other essentials. The razor bounced out of the sultcase and fell, unnoticed, under the bed. 
Indy's pistol and his favourite weapon, a neatly colled flfteen-toot bullwhip, lay on the bed 
alongside his battered old hat; they'd be packed last. Despite the holiday nature of the trip, 
he wanted them where he could get to them quickly. 


As he rummaged through a drawer looking for spare ammunition, his fingers closed on something 
entirely different, something he'd not expected to find there. He stood for a moment, staring 
bemusedly at the pair of small objects In h!Is right hand. 


They were cuff-links. He'd worn them on the night he went to the Club Ob! Wan In Shanghal to 
meet Lao Che, the night the whole crazy adventure In Indla begane If Lao's pilots hadn't tried 
to kill hime.» When he changed out of his formal attire aboard the cargo plane, he must have 
absent-mindedly shoved the cuff-lInks Into a pocket of his old leather Jacket. Somehow, through 
everything that followed, they'd remafned there. 


Shorty must've found them, put them away for me... 


He'd forgotten all about them, although he'd always considered them rather speclal. They were 
something he'd picked up a tong time ago, on his first trip to Egypt, not long after Carter's 
discovery of the unplundered tomb of the boy-pharaoh In the Valley of KIngse Symbols of that 
great find, the stuff of every archaeologist's dream, they'd seemed so appropriate for a fledg- 
ling tleld worker... 


Biue and gold, the cuff-links glittered In his hand, reflecting the late afternoon sunlight 
passing through the window at his side. Half of each was a plain golden disc; the other plece 
was a replica of the talisman he was bound to Egypt to find -- the udjat eye, the Eye of Horus. 


Indy closed his hand over them, lost In memortes of a remote and, In many ways, much happier 
time. He'd been a student himself then, at the University of Chicago, working with a man he'd 
admired ever since he'd first discovered his own great and abiding passton for the distant past. 


He stared unseelIngly at his closed fist, remembering the sunlight on the Nile, the shimmer of 
heat over the desert sand, the awesome extent of the Valley of Kings. Abner, andee. 


Abruptiy, angry with himself for day-dreaming -- especially about what was best forgotten -- he 
shook himself out of his reverie. The trace of sadness that still haunted his eyes was totally 
Incomprehensibie to the twelve-year-old Chinese boy who watched him. 


"Why we go to Cairo, Doctor Jones," the boy demanded. 


"For this," he rep!fted, opening his hand once again to reveal what he held. “It's a very old 
story, Shorty, going back thousands of years. The anctent Egyptians had many gods. One of them, 
the sky-god Horus, symbol of light, was the son of Isis, the mother of kings, and Osiris, the god 
of resurrection, the night form of the sun. 


"Long before Horus was born, Osirts was murdered and his body dismembered, torn Into fourteen 
pleces and scattered about the world by his brother Set, god of the desert and symbol of dark- 
ness, of evil. The fourteen segments of the body colncided with the fourteen days of the wanting 
-- or dying -- moon; this was one way the Egyptians had to explain the lunar phases. 


"When he was old enough, Horus fought Set to avenge hIis father's death. in that great battle of 
Light against Darkness, Set tore out Horus's left eye, which was the moon, the ‘sun shining at 
night,* and ripped ft apart -~ another way of explaining the phases of the moon. 


"But the god Thoth, lord of the moon, of time and of truth, found the parts, restored the eye, 
and returned It to Horus. It was this Eye that Horus presented to his father Osiris, thereby 
helping him to attain new life. And so the phases of the moon also became symbolic of I!fe and 
death, alluding to the death and resurrection of Osiris. And the lunar Eye, the ‘whole one! -- 
the sound, all-seelng ‘Eye of Horus' -= became the udjat Eye, which fought the enemles of Light. 
It was a symbol of the power of the gods of Light, and was seen as firee It was belleved to have 
great apotropaic significance, and so It became one of the most popular protective amulets in 
anclent Egypt." 


"ApOoee?" Completely bewildered by the lecture, Short Round stumbled over the untamIi!lar word. 
"What that mean?" 


Indy chuckled, amused by his own behaviour, rather than by his young IIstener's confustone There 
you go, playing professor again. Bad habit, Joneses.» "It's something designed to avert evil, 
kIide It was thought to ward off the evi! eye." 


"It really look IIke this?" The boy plucked one of the cuff-IInks from Indy*s hand, examining It 


carefully as the archaeologist cont!nued. 


“The symbol appears nearly everywhere, even painted on mummy cases and the door recesses of 
tombs. There's a story that the real talisman, the original Eye, made of gold and precious 
stones, was hidden long ago, before the priests of Horus lost thelr power and the cult dled out. 
Others say Set never released It, that he had his priests hide It away In order to keep Horus 
from returning In full glory to hls proper place In the sky." 


Short Round turned the cuff-link over In his hand, puzzled by the strange, exotic-looking design 
done In precious metal and enamel. "Why It look so funny?" 


"Well, Horus was a falcon, or a man with the head of a falcon," Indy repiied with a grine "So 
his eye was always shown as a man's eye, but with the markings of a falcon surrounding It. But," 


he concluded as he reclaimed his property, "It's Just a story." 


The boy glared at him with all the righteous IndIgnation of a twelve-year-old. "Then why we 
waste our time hunting for f+?" 
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Indy chuckled as he carefully put the cuff-lInks back In the drawer, then stood for a moment, 
absently flexing the fingers of his right hand and rubbing his teft thumb over the not yet 
completely healed knife wound. It was still sore, and more than a little stiff; he hoped It 
wouldn't cause any problems If they did run into trouble in Egypt. Chattar Lal's blade had 
bitten deeply -- but better hfs hand, whitch had blocked the blow, than his heart, as the Indlan 
had Intended. “It's . just an excuse, kid. If Marcus Brody wants to pay for a vacation for us, 
I'm not going to argue!" 


Somewhat molll fled, the boy seated himselt on the edge of the bed, to watch In fascination as his 
friend finished his packIng. 


eeeete & 
Calroe 


From the roof of Sallah's house, the city spread out beneath him as he sipped the strong, sweet 
coffee offered him In ritual greeting. From Indy’s vantage polnt, the heat, the nolse, the 
odours of the Old Sector seemed remote, unreal. 


"Do you belfeve In this, Indy?" Sallah watched his friend's tace closely as he walted for an 
answere He had heard a little about what happened In Indla- Demons, magic stones, angry godsee. 


"Not really," the archaeologist replied slowly. "Too much of a skeptic, maybe. But I've seen a 
lot of strange things..." 


Uneasily, the Egyptian took an orange from a bow! on the table beside him and, Instead of peeling 
It, began tossing It gently from one hand to the other. "And you think this 'Eye'..." 


"| don't know!" 


And he didn't, really. For once, he felt uncertain, and his old friend's probing questions 
troubled him more than he IIked to admit. He didn't believe In the occult; he'd spent much of 
his professtonal career proving the old ghost stories false. But, after witnessing something of 
the power of the Sankara Stones, he had to acknowledge that maybe -- Just maybe -- there might be 
some truth to at least a few of the anclent tales. The admisslon bothered him. 


Then he took a deep breath, the sclentist taking contro! again. "Besides," he said more calmly, 
"it doesn't matter what | think. |! promised Marcus I'd check out this so-called evidence, and 
take a look for the tallsman If a search Is warranted. Bellef doesn't enter Into It." 


Sallah was doubtful, but sald nothinge He tossed Indy the orange and, as the American took a 
knife from his pocket to peel It, looked down Into the courtyard below them, where Short Round 
was engaged In teaching a growlng group of Egyptian children -- most of them Sallah's -- the 
fundamentals of his favourite sport, baseball. The fact that he didn't know all the rules, and 
cheated shamelessly, didn't seem to matter. 


"Your young "bodyguard’ certainly doesn't seem overly concerned with bellef.” Except possibly In 


you, my friend, he added silently. 


"Don't scoff too loudly at his abilities, Sallah. The kid didn't do a half bad job." Short 
Round had rescued him In Shanghal, escaped on his own from the mines beneath Pankot Palace, led a 
slave rebelllone-. More Importantly, he'd risked his own IIfe to save Indy from a slavery more 
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permanent and far darker than his own. 
"He Is very fond of youe Fayah says soe" 


“Fayah Is a wise womane You're fortunate In your wife." He neatly cut the orange apart as he 
spoke, then slipped the knife back Into hls pocket. 


"You, Indy, should do as | have donee Take a wife, have sons of your own to follow In your 
work." 


"Would It be fair to have a family? I'd never be there. You know what kInd of IIfe 1 lead; 
you've been a part of It for a long time. Bestdes," the archaeologist added, gesturing toward 
the courtyard, "Il have Shorty." 


"Yes, and he would willingly be your son If you would permit. You do not want him to know you 
care for him, yet it Is what he wants most." 


Indy's light-hearted smile faded. The accuracy of that statement hurt. It had been a long time 
-- years, In fact, since he had allowed himself to care deeply for another human being. If Short 
Round ever knew what he felt, It would only make the tnevitable that much more painful. 


"| can't, Sallah," he said In a low voice. "This arrangement Is only temporary; he's got to 
understand that. Sooner or later, the Immigration people are golng to get Involved, or the 
courts, and they'll take him awaye Oh, they won't deport him; they'I! let him stay In the 
country, all right -- but not with me. So the less he depends on me" -=- or I on him! -- "the 
easter it will be when that happens." 


"Yet you keep him close to you." 
"Sallahee." 


At the Implied threat In the American's tone and the silent menace In his eyes, the Egyptian 
threw up his hands In mock surrender and abandoned the discussion. He had told Fayah It would do 
no good, but his wife had InsIsted he try. They could both see how devoted the boy was to Indy 
“- and, although their friend might deny It all his IIlfe, they knew he loved Short Round In 
return. 


But what could they do about It? 


He left Indy to eat his orange and watch the baseball game, crossing the roof and walking along 
its edge, studying his clty thoughtfully. Calro -=- city of many secrets, both anclent and 
moderne He knew It well, loved It, respected It -- sometimes even feared It. Just at that 
moment, he felt very uneasy about Itt. 


"Come, my friend," he sald at last, shaking off his foreboding. “Let us see what we can learn of 
this object you seek." 


ttt & # 


Mohammed HusselIn waltted patiently In his office -- an office surprisingly neat for an archaeol- 
ogist.- But then, he himself didn't work tn the fleld. He was a mere cataloguer of artifacts, 
nothing more, a low-ranking servant of the great Cairo Museum. Most of his colleagues there 
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would have been quite surprised to learn that this minor functlonary wlelded a tremendous amount 
of Influence elsewhere. 


Rajeed Ibn Sayeed knew, however. At Husseln's Instructions, he had sent a lengthy cable to 
Marcus Brody, telling of the discovery of conclusIlve evidence proving the exIstence of the fabled 
Eye of Horus, and hinting at clues to Its location. 


In response to that cable, Brody had sent Indlana Jones to Egypt. 


Husseln continued to walt. Tall, saturnine, almost cadaverously thin, he had the appearance of a 
man far more at home [fn an austere desert tent than In a scholar's office. He sat stiffly at his 
desk, his fingers steepled, and might have been a statue for all the expression he displayed. 
His halrless skull! mirrored the blades of the fan slowly rotating above hime 


In a few moments, In reply to hIs summons, three other men JoIned hIm In his small, tidy sanc- 
tuary. He Immediately began to Issue orders. 


"The American will come to you first, Rajeed. Yours fs the name given to him. You are to direct 
him through the Old Sector to the river. There, Faraj, you and your men wii! selze him, and take 
him to the temple. He Its to be blindfolded, and taken by roundabout ways, so he cannot possibly 
know where he [se And, above all, you must see that you are not fol lowed." 


"What of the child with him, lord?" a short, grossly fat man named Suleiman ibn All -= one of the 
wealthtest men In the city -- asked worrledly. 


"Him, too, | want. He will go first. The blood of a child Is espectally sacred to the All- 
Power ful." 


"But ts Itt truly a tit offering, lord?" Ibn Sayeed queried hesitantly. "He Is but a child, not 
our enemy, and thus not Involved..." 


"You question me?" Hussefn snapped. "He Js involved == | say sof -- for he accompantes this 
American desecrator of our most sacred shrines! Now, go! Do as | command you!" 


The three men -- one of them nominally his supertor at the Museum, all of them power ful -- bowed 
obsequlously and left the office. 


Mohammed Hussein, high priest of an anclent and long-forgotten cult, smiled a coid, cruel smile. 
Soon, at least one defiler of the Ancestors' tombs would be made to pay In full for hls sacri- 
lege. Indlana Jones would dle, a true and proper sacrifice to the great god Set. 


et tH & 


"eeeso I'm to meet this Ibn Sayeed at the Museum In an hour." Indiana Jones finished towel ling 
himself dry, gave up the seemingly hopeless search for his razor, and turned to take the clean 
shirt Short Round held for him. “I know | had the thing when | left home," he mumbled to him- 
self. It seemed he could never find a razor when he was travelling. 





Sallah waved his arms In frustration. "I still say that you should not go Into the Old City 
unarmede It Its too dangerous..." 


Sunlight streamed through the slats of the blinds, momentartly touching Indy’s hair with gold and 
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making stray water droplets glisten brightly.» It also made the fresh scars on his back stand out 
lividly against his deeply tanned skin. 


Sallah was startled Into dropping the thread of his orlginal argument. "These marks of the lash 
~- they are new! Who did this to you?" he demanded Indignantly. 


Indy stiffened. Damn! Jones, you're getting carelesse.«. He hadn't meant for the other man to 
see those scarse The pain, though not In the least physical, was still all too real. "Mola 
Ram," he replied curtly. 


"Molaeee" The Egyptian's volce was like a faint, dying echo. "You told me you were captured by 
the Thuggees for a time, but you never told me you were whIpped IIke a cur, or a slave!" 


"There're a lot of things I've never told youe" Or anyones. "It's not Important. Besides, | 
really don't want to discuss It. It's over and done with." 


But Pankot Palace had left more scars than those on his back, and far deeper ones. The burn on 
his right side, deliberately Inflicted by Short Round to bring him out of the trance of the Kali 
Ma, had healed a lot more quickly than the marks of the lash. And worse than any memory of the 
whip were the dark dreams that still haunted him, rousing him In the middle of the night; he 
would awaken shaking, drenched In cold sweat, wanting to scream In horror and dread. 


Perhaps he did scream; he never remembered. The memory of what he'd witnessed In that temple was 
a waking nightmare -- a man's heart ripped from his body while he still Itved; a living body 
slowly lowered Into a pit of bubbling lava, the fire at the heart of the earth... 


And he'd stood by, a willing participant, as another victim was brought to the sacrifice. If it 
hadn't been for Shortyee. 


For however brief a time, he had experienced the black sleep of Kali -- and It was something he 
would never be able to forget. 


It didn't take any great Insight for the Egyptian to realize this was a subject to be avolded. 
Like snakes, Sallah thought. He doggedly returned to his original discussion. If the man was 
going to be foolish and not take hIs gune.. 


"If you will not carry your pistol, at least be prudent, and take the whip." 


Indy finished buttoning his shirt, and paused In the act of reaching for his tiee "Sallah, I'd 
look utterly ridiculous walking Into the Cairo Museum with a whip In my hand! Besides," he added 
with an Impish grin, "I'm supposed to be a scholar, not a grave-robber." 


"Perhaps," the Egyptian acknowledged reluctantly. "But you should not wish to be a dead scholar. 
You do not know where your path will lead from the Museum, or with whom you will be. Many of the 
people you are IIkely to be dealing with can beeeeunpleasant. You should be careful. You know 
that." 


StIl! grinning, Indy shrugged Into his tweed jacket and put on a pair of wire-rimmed glasses, 
completing his transformation from daring adventurer to respectable professor of archaeology -- 
although the respectable professor still needed a shavee "Careful, sure, but not where I'm going 
nows Museum officials are pretty much the same everywhere. I'm the adventurer; they stay home 
and walt for whatever | find for them. And | wouldn't be taking Shorty along if there were any 


* 15 * 


risk ofe«e* 
"What you mean, not take Short Round? | your bodyguard!" 


Sallah rolled hIs eyes heavenward as his friend tousled the boy's hair, then handed Short Round 
his baseball cape "Sure, kid, and a good one, too. Now, come on, let's get golng." 


Since It was only a little over a mile from Sallah's house to the Museum, Indy and Shorty decided 
to walke The streets were crowded, nolsy, full of activity -=- much IIke the streets of Shanghai, 
where the boy had lived most of his lifee He wandered from his companion's side to examine the 
array of vendors' stalls, now and then contemplating a IIttle petty larceny- He did snatch a 
handful of dates before darting back Into the milling crowd, always careful never to lose sIght 
of his much taller friend. 


He ate the dates as he strolled on, feeling very much at home In this totally alien old city. 


Indy knew Short Round would keep him In slight, so he didn't worry undulye- His thoughts were full 
of the possibilities presented by what he was seekIng- Did the legendary Eye of Horus really 
exist? And If It did, could he actually get his hands on the artifact? As Marcus Brody had 
pointed out, his reputation would be made. Fortune and glory, Jones, he told himself. Fortune 
and gloryee. , 
They reached the Museum in surprisingly little time, and were soon ushered Into the office of 
Rajeed ibn Sayeed. The curator was a short, oily-looking, dark-skinned man with a hawk-IIke nose 
and cold, penetrating eyese Indy didn't much like him. 


Neither did Short Rounds "Doctor Jones, why we have to talk to this man?" he asked In strident 
Chinesee "I not like him!" 


"And | don't trust him," Indy replied quietly In the same language. "But he's the one who cabled 
Marcus, so we'll just have to see what this ‘evidence' ise If he has anything nasty In mind for 
us, he's not going to try It here, so there's nothIng to worry about." 


Formal Introductions took only moments, and Ibn Sayeed hurried through most of the obligatory 
pleasantries as If he, too, weren't overly delighted at the meeting. Then he unlocked a small 
drawer in his desk and took out a lacquered box, from which he removed a small scrap of 
parchment. 


"Doctor Jones, this is the object of my cable to your colleague In America. It Is a fragment of 
@ papyrus scrolle I have already verified Its antiquity; it Is authentic, and In marvel lously 
good conditions The hieroglyphs speak of the udjat Eyes... But, here, you may examine I+ your- 
self." 


Indy took the fragment and studied It silently for several minutes, feeling his pulse beat 
faster, as It always did In the presence of something very precious, and very olde He had to 
take a deep breath before speaking. "I will take your word on Its authenticity, sir. As for Its 
content, It Is certainlys+.esuggestivee" What | wouldn't glve to have the whole thIng In my 
hands! “Ils there any more to It?" HIs hand shook slightly as he returned the bit of papyrus. 
"Yes. The man from whom | obtained this plece sald he has a much larger fragment of the scroll] 
from which It came. From the way he spoke, | belleve he may have the entire scroll. He Is 
willing to let you have It -- for a price." 


"> 
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"When can | meet him?" 


You do not even hesitate to ask the price? American defiler of tombs, you are indeed most 
arrogante But tonight... "He sald he would meet with us tonight if you proved Interested. Here 


Is the address." Ibn Sayeed scribbled briefly, then handed Indy the sheet of paper. "He will 
Join us at this place at midnight. But he sald we must come alone, or he will not sell." 


Tontght, Short Round, you're gotng to stay home, Indy thought grimly. He had an almost uncanny 


sense for danger, and a midnight meeting In the Old Sector of Cairo, near the river -- alone -- 
definitely hinted at danger. HIinted, hells More like screamed. "I'll be there-e" He got to his 
feet, shook hands with the curator -- It's IIke shaking hands with a snake! -- and led Shorty 
back Into the sun-lIit streets. 


"Tonight sound |IIke trouble. I! go with you." 


"Uh-uh. Not this time, Short Round. You're going to stay with Fayah.e Ibn Sayeed said just the 
two of us, him and me, remember?" Of course, I'll have Sallah follow, just to be safes... 


"But It not safe!" the boy protested. "You need bodyguard!" 


"I'T| be all right, Shorty. Trust mee | can take care of myself tonight." 


* * He He F 


Once more dressed In his "working" clothes, wearing his worn leather jacket and felt hat, and 
carrying both pIstol and bullwhip, Indy left Sallah's house well before the appointed time. He 
wanted to check out the district, and make sure the meeting wasn't some sort of trap. 


Sallah, wearing dark, flowing robes, followed only moments later, easily blending Into the 
shadows of the dimly I!t street. The two men had arranged a rendezvous, but the Egyptian wanted 
to keep his friend In sight If at all possible. He knew the city in which he lived, far better 
than Indy, and knew Its dangers. 


Pretending to go up to the roof to sleep, Short Round watched Sallah disappear Into the darkness. 
Then, with a dexterity that would probably have surprised anyone but Indy himself, the boy 
climbed down from the roof. He'd heard the talk of a rendezvous, and listened closely to the 
detailed directions Sallah had given his friend -- even Indy, as often as he'd been there, needed 
guidance through parts of the maze that was Cairo. 


The overheard Instructions gave the boy a good Idea of the general layout of the relevant part of 
the city. He headed confidently for the meeting place. | make good spy, he congratulated 


himself. No way Doctor Jones go without mee I tell him, he need bodyguard. He no listen, | go 
anyways | got bad feelinge He get In blg trouble without me. 
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Indy got to the rendezvous early. He'd seen nothing suspicious near the warehouse where he was 
supposed to meet Ibn Sayeed and the mysterlous owner of the scroll, and he was Impatient to get 
the meeting over with. The fragment of papyrus had been exciting In Itself; he knew the old 


-plctographs well enough to understand Its content -- and to realize the complete text would 


Identify the hiding place of the Eye- With the scroll In his possesston, he'd be able to find 
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A furtive movement In the shadows of an alley caught hIs attention. At first, he thought [tt 
might be some stray animal; the streets of Calro were alive with wandering dogs, cats, monkeys, 
and stranger beasts. But his sense of danger had been alerted. “Sallah?" he whispered, taking a 
step forward. "Sallaheo!" 


There was no response In the darkness. He knew he wasn't Imagining things; someone was there. 
if not his friendeece 


Silently, cautiously, he unhooked the whip from his belt and, holding It colled loosely In one 
hand, moved Into the narrow alleye He wouldn't use the pIstol If he could avold It; the nolse 
would attract attention. Besides, he preferred the elegant effictency of the whip. 


Ready for any possible menace, he was nevertheless completely surprised by what he found. 
"Short Round! What the devi! are you doing here? Didn't I tell you to stay at Sallah's?" 


"Sure, Doctor Jones, you tell. But you need Short Round for bodyguard. I| keep telling you, you 
listen to Short Round, you live longer. This place bad!" 


"Yeah, kid, | know," he answered with a sIgh of resignation as he replaced the whip. "But this 
kind of ‘bad' Is something | can handle better alone. Do you understand? | want you to go back 
right now and..." 


A sudden movement and the swish of desert robes Interrupted him. Indy whirled to see a dozen men 
appear out of the shadows. He turned back; there were half a dozen more. The archaeologist 
reached for his pistol, but the hilt of a well-aimed knife smashed against his Knucklese Momen~- 
tartly paralyzed by the patn, his fingers released the gun, which crashed to the ground. React- 
ing Instinctively, the American moved for his other weapon. 


A whip is a formidable weapon In expert hands, and Indiana Jones was undenlably an expert. But 
he needed space to use It. As he reached for the famillar leather-bound handie, two of his 
dark=-robed assallants grabbed for It. His right hand, sttll stiff from the knife wound recelved 
In India and badly brulsed by the throwIng-knife, couldn't hold the weapon. It was torn from his 
grasp, flung to the ground, and kicked beyond his reach. He quickly lost sight of It. 


Meanwhile, a similar chaln of events kept Indy's pistol from the scrabb!!ng Short Round. 


The other men closed fast, armed with knives and clubs, but were at some disadvantage. Their 
employer wanted the man allvee Nelther Indy nor Short Round was under any such handicap. 


Weaponless, Indy leapt for one of his attackers, trying to get the man's knife. They struggled 
for the blade; Indy grIpped the man's wrist with a strength born of desperation, obIl!Ivfous to the 
pain In his Injured hand, and heard bones snap with a satisfylIng crack. Then, with his erstwhile 
assailant's knife In his grasp, he whirled, dropping Into a knife-fighter's crouch as two others 
came at hime He ducked under the first man's guard, stabbed at him, spun to face the second 
attacker =-- who swung at him with a club -- and slashed hls arm from elbow to wrist. The man 
howled In patn and retreated. 


A third man came at him from behind; a knife scored his leather Jacket, then glanced off to slice 
both shirt and flesh, biting deeply across Indy's ribs. Sudden pain seared through him, making 
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him gasp In agony; hIs vistfon blurred, and he staggered dizzily, but anger and adrenalin kept him 
on his feet. With a victlous snarl, he turned, to drive his own blade Into his attakcer's chest. 
The man collapsed. 


Panting, Indy shook his head, trying to clear his vision, to Ignore the pain that lanced through 
him with every breath. He felt blood warm against his side; the wound might not be serfous, but 
It was painful, and he knew he wouldn't be able to [fgnore It for long. 


Have to, he told himself grimly- Have to get the kid out of here... 


He had a brief respite then. The death of his third assallant and hIs evident skill with a knife 
had made the others wary, and gave him a chance to took around. He saw Short Round struggling In 
the arms’ of two robed men; he didn't have time for more than a quick glance. "Short Round! Get 
out of here! Find Sallah -- he's not far..." 


Somehow, the boy broke free, and turned to rune At that moment, one of the attackers -- perhaps 
the same man who'd thrown the knife that had disarmed Indy at the start of the fight -~- sefzed a 
club from one of his companions, took alm, and threw It unerringly at the American's head. 
Stunned by the blow, Indy fel! to his knees. 


"indy!" Short Round shouted, and raced back to his friend's ald. 
it was to no avail. The dazed archaeologist and his young companion were quickly overpowered. 


Beaten unconsclous, stripped of all thelr weapons, bound and blindfolded, the two prisoners were 
carried from the alley by their assallants only moments before Sallah arrived. He'd heard the 
sounds of a scuffle, the shouts and crles of the combatants, and hurrled to the meeting place, 
but when he arrived, there was no sign of Indy, Short Round -- or anything else. 


Puzzled and worrted, the Egyptian walted only a few moments. When the scheduled time of thelr 
rendezvous came and passed with no sign of the American, he became convinced the sounds he'd 
heard had something to do with him. Something has happened, something bad... 


He struck a match and searched the Immediate area, looking for some sort of clue to what had 
taken place. The match went out as he entered the alley, and his foot struck something that 
rolled slightly. He stooped to look, IIightIng a second match. 


it was Indy's whip. 


That was all Sallah needed. He stralghtened, shakIng out the match, his normally cheerful face 
grim and determined. Indy was In trouble. He would find him, and help him get out of It. It. 
was as simple as that. 


te & & & 


It was dark when Indy opened his eyes. At least, It seemed dark -- so much so that he wondered 
for a brief, dlsorlented moment If he were blind. Then he reallzed, pretty much simultaneously, 
that he was lyIng face-down on a bare stone floor, that the light really was dim, and that his 
hat had fallen over his face. He cautiously moved a hand to push It away, and Immediately became 
aware of all his cuts, scrapes, and brulses -- and of the fact that he was not alone. 


He tried unsuccessfully to stifle a groan. 


* 19 * 


Ti jas? 


> ee 
‘ 


Be, 
5 , 


i 
- 
eee 


h 


ae oe 


" 
++ 
+7, 


as 


j 


’ = 


Set. * 


‘ 


‘ 


= 
’ 
= 
. 
J 
: 
- 
= 
J 
= 
? 
' 
t 
: 





od 


oo 


“Doctor Jones! You awake? You okay?" Short Round demanded loudly and worrledly, repeating hls 
questions [n a untque and confusing mixture of English and Chinese. He, too, looked a IIttle the 
worse for his experlence, although hIs baseball cap was still! perched Jauntily on his head. 


Indy rolled over, and with some effort managed to sit up- He nodded ruefully, wincing as an 
exploring hand encountered the bump on hIs head, where hIs assallant's club had strucke Ouch! 
"Yeah, kid, I'm okay." More or lesSece 


Painfully reminded of the knife that had scored his side, he took an experimental deep breath. 
It hurt -- but not Intolerably. He made a quick examination of his Injurtes. The knife wound 
wasn't deep, and looked far worse than It actually was. It had stopped bleeding, but his whole 
left side was stiff, and ached abominably when he moved. HIs right hand was swollen; he flexed 
his fingers cautiously, Ignoring the pain that shot through hIs hand and wrlst. At least 


nothing's brokenees He'd had enough experlence with fractures In the past to know that, although 


he also knew the bones were badly brulsed. From the way his head throbbed, he was pretty sure he 
had a concussIon, too. 


Well, It'll mend. It could've been a lot worse. He carefully picked up his hat with his left 


hand, absently dusting It off before putting It back one I'll survivese. 


"Why these people do this to us? They beat us up, throw us In smal! room, and lock door. What 
we do to them?" 


"If | knew who they were, maybe | could tell youe Right now, though, | think It's a whole lot 
more Important to find a way out of here." He staggered to his feet, steadyiIng himself with one 
hand on the boy's shoulder as the room seemed to spin crazily» The pain In his head Increased 
alarmingly, and he felt quite thoroughly sick. 


He stood still for a moment, waiting for the dizziness to pass, while the boy stared at him tn 
concern. Then, when he was reasonably certain he could stay on his feet, he started toward the 
door e 

"No goode I! already checke Only one door. It locked. 1! look through keyhole; guard at door." 
Indy crouched by the door, peering through the empty keyhole. Shorty was right; there was a 
guard -- an armed guard -- and the door was barred as well as lockede He turned, looking for 
another way out -- another door, a window, an air duct, anything. 

There was nothing. 

“We got bad trouble. I tell you before, this not nice place." 

Leaning against the wall, tndy closed his eyes for a moment, gathering h!is strength. He felt 


horribly weak and tired; his side ached, his hand hurt, and he fervently wished his throbbing 
headache would go away. Yeah, bad trouble. | sure wish | could think clearly. And I hope 


Sallah can find us, ‘cause | don't think |! can get us out of this one alone. 


"It's all right, Shorty," he sald at last, settling himself more comfortably on the floor and 
leaning his head against the walie He sounded far more reassuring than he felt. Then he 
stretched one arm out to the boy, who Immediately came to sit close beside him. "We'll get out 
of here. Don't worry." 
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"l not worry," Short Round declared confidently. "! know you get us out." He rested his head on 
Indy's shoulder. 


‘They sat that way for several hours, the boy protectively encircled by the man's arm.» Shorty was 
scared, but stubbornly refused to admit It, especially to Indy. The archaeologist was so calm, 
so sure of himself, that Short Round would have been embarrassed to reveal his fears. 


The man's fears, although considerably different from his companton's, were no less real <== and 
were just as stubbornly concealede He had no Idea where they were, who had kidnapped them, or 
whye Physically, he felt utterly wretched; none of his tnJjurles was serious, but the cumulative 
effect was quite debilitating. Worst of all, he simply couldn't think... He had to appear 
confident, thoughe I! can't let Shorty know I'm afraldee. 


Eventually, straln and exhaustion =-- and, In Indy's case, weakness from Injury -- took thelr 
toll, and both prisoners fell asleep. 


Nefther would ever know how long they slept before belIng jolted awake.e The door to their cell 
crashed open, just missing them. Indy struggled to focus his eyes on his visitors. 


A tall, gr im=looking man dressed In the white robes of an anclent Egyptian priest strode Into the 
room. The fine [Inen he wore was trimmed with gems, and an elaborate golden pectoral, encrusted 
with falence, lapis, and carnellan, adorned his chest. He was bare-headed, and his clean-shaven 
skull gleamed as If olled.- He was accompanied by three other men, all similarly but less grandly 
attirede Two young women followed, In the sheer white gowns, jewels, and horned headdresses of 
Egyptian priestesses. They were barefoot, and each carried a golden sIistrum. Behind them came 
several nasty-looking Individuals armed with rifles -- obviously guards, who appeared ready and 
eager to use thelr weapons. , 


The overall effect was barbaric, and undenlably impressIve. 


"Ah, the famous Doctor Indiana Jones, renowned professor of archaeology, with his small and 
faithful companion," Mohammed Husseln purred. "| have heard many things about youe How nice to 
meet you at last. | have walted a very long time for this moment." Abruptly, his manner 
changed, grew ugly- "Charming, Indeed -~ the Itcha and a dirty little street urchin, both caught 
In the same net." 


indy stiffened at the use of the anclent Egyptian term. I+ meant thlef -- or, In thls speci fic 
case, tomb-robber -- and the man's tone made It sound far worse. Def!ller of tombsee. 


"Not a word, Short Round!" the American ordered swiftly tn Chinese, his volce low, terse. “An 
Jing! Bhul yau jhong wah!" Then, as politely as he could manage, he replied In English to the 
Egyptian. “I'm afrald you have me at a disadvantage." 

The priest laughed unpleasantly. "Oh, more than a mere disadvantage, | think, Doctor Jones. | 
eam Mohammed Husseltn, high priest of Set. You are my captive, and you will be dealt with as such, 
and In the prescribed manner." He switched to an Arabic dlalect. "I am told you speak my 
language." 


Indy nodded, and answered In the seme dialect. "Enough to get by." 


"That ts well. 1 do not like the English tongue; It Is too crude, too uncivilfzed. And we can 
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talk without disturbing your small friend. J! am afrald that what we have In store for you may 
upset him. But | will speak of that tater. For now..." He gestured to one of hIs acolytes, who 
passed him a small wrapped package. "i belleve that, as an archaeologist, you wil! find this 
most Interesting." 


When Indy reached for the package, Hussefn snatched It away- "Oh, no, Doctor Jones, It would not 
do for you to be allowed to handle It. It Is tat too precious, too sacred. But | think I wil! 
let you see..." He unwrapped It, to reveal an anclent papyrus scroll. "I assure you, this Is 
what you came to Calro to find, Doctor Jones. It tells the story of the udjat Eye that our lord 
Set took from the upstart Horus. It tells how the Eye was taken, how It was hidden == and 


where." 


Slowly, carefully, and with a reverence that belied the sercasm In his voice, the priest unrolled 
the fragile papyrus untI! he revealed a segment toward the end. He held [ft out, gloating as the 
archaeologist squinted at {[t, mentally translating the more familiar symbols and fervently 
wishing for his glasses. 


It's everything he clalms! It's magnificent! If ! can just get out of here with Iteo. 


As though he could read the American's mind, Husseln moved the scroll farther away, so Its 
ancient figures biurred before the prisoner's eyes. He carefully rolled h!s treasure and wrapped 
it once again, then handed It to one of hls followers. 


Indy recognized the I!ttle man as Rajeed Ibn Sayeed. So It was a trap all along... 


"All right, the scroll Is real," he acknowledged to hIs captor. "But why even bother to let me 
see It?" 


"Ah, surely you can guess the answer to that, my friend," the high priest replied, his volce 
dipping sarcasm. “| want you to know what you have lost. It fs a memory you will carry with 
you to your tomb." 


The American felt a sudden chifle The Icy dead was akin to what he'd experltenced once before, 
on a broken bridge In India, when another high priest tried to tear Indy's heart from his IIving 
body- With an effort, he controlled his reaction, and hls only outward response was a scornful 
snort. 


“You doubt me? Think of the date, Doctor Jones. Think of the time. SothIs rises with the sun; 
it Is a new year. We will celebrate It with appropriate offerings to our lord. The blood of 
your young Chinese companion wI!l be sptlt, and his body burnt, as tribute for Set. And you..." 
He paused dramatically, smiling cruelly as Indy's eyes narrowed In anger and deflance. "You wil! 
suffer the proper and just fate of all your kind. Defiler of tombs, you will dle the Iiving 
death!" 


Without another word, he whirled and marched from the room, his entourage of acolytes and guards 
following hime One of the priestesses looked back as she left, her dark eyes sad, her face very 
pale. Then the door slammed shut with terrible finality. 


Indy stared after them. HIs hands were trembling, and hIs face was beaded with sweat. For a 
moment, he felt very near to panic. 


"What he say to you?" Short Round demanded urgently, grabbing his arm and shaking It. "I do Itke 
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you say =~ listen, not talk. But | not understand." 


The man shook his head slightly. “I'm not sure | do elther, kid," he sald numbly. “He's a 
priest, a worshipper of an anclent Egyptian god called Set." 


"That paper he show you -- It what you look for?" 


Mention of the scroll broke Indy's near-trance. "It sure Is. We've got to get out of here, and 
get the scroll, too." 


"How we get out?" 
"That's one thing | don't know yet. But I'l! think of something." Sure, Jones, but what? 
"What he say to you before he go? You look funny, IIke you gofng to be sick." 


This kid's one hell of an observer. "No, I'm all right. He was Just talking about dates, times 
of the year. By his religion's calendar, the new year begins at dawn tomorrow, with the hellacal 
rising of Sothts..." 


"What you talk about?" Shorty Interrupted, totally bewildered. 


He'd been rambling, and knew Ite He shook off his !Ingertng sense of horror at the priest's 
parting threat, and tried to explain. “SothIis Is really the bright star SIritus; that's what the 
anclent Egyptians called It. Its helfacal rising ts when It rises In the morning just before the 
sune Thousands of years ago, that used to happen at the same time of year as the annual flooding 
of the Nile, the start of the so-called Inundation season. Since that was the most Important 
event of the year for the Egyptians, they used It to mark the beginning of the year." 


"Ohe" The boy looked confused. "I still not understand. Why It make you so upset?" 


"t'm not upset," the man Iled. "Now, will you cut out the questions and let me think? Other- 
wise, we're never goIng to escape. Just sit down, and be quiet, and let's see what | can come up 
witheee! 


e+eenete & 


Exactly one hour before dawn, Indflana Jones still had not come up with anything. However, the 
two captives were no longer alone In thelr damp, gloomy prison. 


Four men entered the cell, guarded by two others armed with rifles. As Indy took a step toward 
the door, two of the unarmed men swiftly grabbed him and pInned h!s arms, effectively preventing 
htm from tnterfertng as the others selzed Short Round. 


If It weren't for the weapons trained unwaverIngly on him and the boy, Indy wouldn't have hes!- 
tated to fight. He'd risked death often enough before. Besltdes, he understood full well the 
fate Hussein planned for him, and he was willing to take almost any chance to avold It. 


The living deathe It was the anctent punishment reserved for the Itcha, the tomb-robber. De- 
tilers of the sacred precincts were severely beaten, although never to the polInt of death, then 
wrapped as mummies -- without benefit of the embalming process. StIl! allve, they were sealed 
Into the tombs they had desecrated, and eventually suffocated. Eventually... 
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But any more now would simply get him and the boy shot. WIth no chance against the rifles, Indy 
could do nothing as the two priests carrled Short Round from the room. The boy struggled val- 
tantly, shouting curses In both Chinese and Engilsh as he kicked and swung at the two men, trying 
to free himself. But he was far too small to really hurt them, and hls struggles were In valn. 


When the boy was gone, Indy was released and flung violently across the smal! room. Then the 
remaining priests and thelr laughing escort departed. The door was locked and bolted agaln, and 
he was alone. 


He picked himself up and began pacing the cell, unable to sit patiently any longer, and no longer 
obligated to appear calm and confident for Short Round's benefit. "This time, Jones, you've 
really done It. Once they've wrapped you In those damned Itnen strips, you're as good as dead, 
‘cause you won't be able to do much more than wiggle. So you can't let ‘em get that faree. 


"And what about the kid? Shorty thinks you're some kind of hero, that you can do anything. 
Well, If you can'tee. Damn It, If you can't get him out of here, he's gotng to die, too. Oh, 
shiti® 


He slammed hIs fist against the wall, In a mixture of anger and frustration. Unfortunately, I+ 
was hls much-~abused right fist. He sank to his knees In palin and even greater frustration. 


The sound of a key In the lock seemed unnaturally loud. 
Tired of waiting, Indy resolved to take at least some of his captors with him !f he was Indeed 
destined to die In this place. He flattened himself against the wall behtnd the door, where he 


would at least briefly be hidden from anyone who entered. Use any advantage... 


The door opened, and a slender figure entered quickly, and as quickly pushed the door shut agaln. 
The figure's head turned warily... 


"Professor?" 


Indy grabbed the newcomer, ready to kill If necessary -- and Instantly realltzed he held a woman. 
She was slight, pretty, and no more than twenty years old. Her eyes were wide with fear. 


He recognized her as the priestess who had looked back so sadly at him when Husseln pronounced 
his doom. He shifted his grip, holding her arms tightly as he looked down at her. 


"Who are you?" he demanded angrily. 


“| am Layla, a novice tn the temple. My father Is Suleiman fbn All, a priest of Set." Her volce 
tremb led. 


Indy shook her slightly. “And what ts Layla, daughter of Sulelman tbn Alt, doling tn a prisoner's 
cel |?" 


“| told the guard he was wanted elsewhere, and sald | would watch for him. | have my father's 
keye | want to help you." As his eyes hardened, she gasped. "No! Do not look at me that way! 
[ mean It, truly, |! do! | know what the IIving death ts; it Is too terrible to be Intlicted on 
anyone, least of all one who has committed no crime..." 


"Haven't 12" 
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"Defiled the royal tombs? 1! do not think so. You are an archaeologist, a scholar. As such, you 
study the paste How would we know of our ancient greatness, were It not for you?" 


"If you really believe that, what are you dolng here, as part of this cult?" 


"| have told youe My father, he Is a priest of Set. He Is very wealthy, very powerful. His 
family Is one of the most Influential In all Calro. He wished me Initlated as a priestess. 1 am 
a female child, and thls Its not America. What | want ts of no Importance." 


"And now, you want to save mee" Indy's voice was cold. 


"| have been to America. ! was sent to school there for a year, at Marshall College. Perhaps [tt 
is fate, for I know you from there, although | think maybe you will not remember mee | was a 
student In your Archaeology 101. I sat always In the back, and watched you, and I'stened. You 
have a very great love of the past, and a true desire to share It. It Is almost Ike you worshIp 
It. And you are a most attraee. You are a very good teacher." 


Indy tried to remember; given her age, It couldn't have been very long ago- The only thing he 
could recall, however, was a shy, quiet girl who always sat In the back row of the lecture hall, 
who seldom spoke In class, who kept to herself, who never came to him with questions In his 
office -- or his home! -- after hours. He certainly didn't remember her acting as moon-struck 
over him as so many of his freshman students did; but then, hIs vague memory of her was far from 
complete. 


Great, he thought In disgust. Just what | need. Here |! am, condemned to dle tn just about the 


most unpleasant way Imaginable, and what do | get? Another love-sick kid! 
Then he started to consider hls options. 


He released her, and leaned back agalnst the wall, his expression unreadable. “And Just how do 
you propose to help me?" 


"| have keyse I! can get you out of here." 


He shook his heade “Uh-uhe Not without Shorty -- of the scroll. 1 don't leave without them. 
Do you know where they ere?" 


“What you want {s Impossible! Belleve me! The boy, he has been taken to the sanctuary of Set to 
be purified for the coming rituals. And the Scroll! of the Eye -- that ts always guarded. It Is 
sacred, the word of Set..." 

"Get out!" 

"But [eo 

"'The word of Set,'" he mimicked coldly. "You belleve that, and you claim to want to help me? 
Stop playing games, Layla, daughter of Suleiman fbn All. More IIkely, Hussefn sent you here as a 


subtle kind of torture. You can tell him I'm not Interested." 


There were tears In her eyes as she put her hands IIghtly on h!is ermse "No, ! swear It. If he 
Knew | were here, |, too, would die." Her hands moved to his shoulders, and she lIcked her lips 
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nervously. "Please belfeve me. ! do not want to see you buried In a tomb. You are not an evi! 
man, IIke the High Priest, who would take me agalnst my will at my Initiation. You are differ- 
ent. 1 knew this In America. You are too..." She lowered her eyes. 


Layla was an exceedingly lovely young woman, small and slender, with long black hair that cas- 
caded down below her walst from beneath the horned crown of IsIs that she stIlll wore. Her fine 
lTInen gown left little to the ImagInation. And her eyes, dark and soft as velvet... 


Perhaps {It wasn't falr to use her, but Indlana Jones was only human, and there were IIves at 
stake- {'il try not to hurt her, he promised himself as he put his arms around her and drew her 


close. "Tooee.?" His IIips brushed hers. 


She tensed for a moment, as If afrald, then sighed, and her arms went around his neck as she 
returned the kiss, clinging to him. 


After a moment, he gently, regretfully, pushed her away “Layla, I've got to get out of here -- 
with Short Round, and with the scroll. Do you understand?" 


"Yes, bute." 
"Can you get out of this bul !lding?™ 
She nodded, frightened by his sudden Intensity. 


"Are you willing to tell the authorities what's going on here? It'll mean turning In your own 
father..." 


"What he Is dolng Is wrong," she replied sadly, but with absolute conviction. "He must be 
stopped, before too many Innocents are made to suffer. And as | have told you, the HIgh Priest 
Is an evil mane 1! do not belfeve It Is a good thing to have to kIII another for one's god. Such 
a god, who demands that blood be spilt In his name, Is a false god, and as evil as the priest who 
serves hime Yes, | wil! tell what ! must." 


"Good girl," he sald softly, seeing the sincerity In her eyes, hearing It ftn her volce. He 
kissed her agaln, very gently, understanding her fears. In her culture, what they were dolng, 
Innocent as It was, would be consIidered an unpardonable sin. 

"Doctor Jones..." 


"That's my professional name," he Interrupted, his voice low. "My friends cal! me Indy." 


"Indye.-" She safd the name uncertainly, hesItantly, as !f trying It out, then smiled up at him. 
"It fs an unusual name, but |! think a nice one." 


"Yes, well..." He bent his head to kiss her agaln, and this time, her arms tightened around him 
with greater confidence. The embrace quickly became more passlonate than elther of them had 


expected. My God, she's such a sweet child... 


Without warning, footsteps echoed loudly In the hallway outside the room, and they both stralght- 
ened In alarm. 


Indy quickly pushed Layla toward the wall behind the door, where she'd be out of sight If anyone 
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entered; that way, she mlght have a small chance of escaping unnoticede Then he walted. A 
casual observer would have thought him quite alone. 


The footsteps continued along the corridor. Whoever It was apparently didn’t notice the absence 
of the armed guard, perhaps didn't even know prisoners were belng held theree The nolse faded; 
soon, the only thing breaking the silence In the cell was the sound of thelr strained breathing. 


"indyese” 


He held a finger to his lips, shaking his head slightly. "No, Layla," he sald with real regret. 
"There's no time, and too much danger for youe If that had been the guard... You have to go, as 
quickly as you cane FInd Colonel Lytton-Halg at British Army Headquarters. Tel! him everything 
you know -- and tell him to get here fast." 


"You wlll not come with me?" 


"] can't," he told her quietly. “i owe Shorty my I!fe, and a hell of a lot more. I'm not 
leaving hIme Don't worry, I'II get out of here after you leave, and find hime But you've got to 
set help for me." He kissed her agaln, and hugged her affectionately». "Now, go one Hurry, 
before that guard comes backs He mustn't suspect youe 1!'I! give you a couple of minutes, then 
go after the kid." 


"The sanctuary where the boy Is being held Is down the main corridor to the right, then along the 
first turning to your left, then right again two turnings on," she murmured. “Do not forget -- 
right, then left, then right agafine And, please, be very careful." She slipped out of the room, 
leaving him alone agalne 


He walted patiently for a full two minutes, silently counting the seconds In his head, then 
followed her. The maln corridor was deserted; there was no sign of the guard. He moved quickly, 
notselessly, all the while wishing for his whip -- or for any other weapon he could use silently. 
He didn't really belleve In luck, but... 


Perhaps he should have believed; his tuck might not have been so Incredibly bad. As ft was, the 
first turn led straight tnto the midst of a small band of armed men, all of whom were apparently 
on their way to the temple sanctuary. 


As alert as he'd been, Indy was nevertheless nearly as surprised as the men he encountered. He 
reacted more quickly, however, and turned to run back down the corridor, past his cell. He 
ducked around the first turn beyond It -- and ran directly Into the arms of two smiling Egyp- 
tians, both of whom towered over him by several Inches, and elther of whom outwelghed him by a 
good hundred pounds. j 


They did nothing but hold him untf!l his pursuers arrived. Then, despite his best efforts to get 
free, he was unceremoniously dragged back to the cell, shoved Inside, and locked In once more. 


He still had a chance, thoughe If no one came for him before the British arrived, if Lytton-Halg 
bellteved the girl, Ifeece 


Too many If*s -- but there wasn't much he could do about It. He had to depend on Layla to get 
help. If she couldn't convince the British, or didn't have time to try, he was doomed; Hussein's 
men would never give him another chance to escapee And If they showed up again before the 
Britisheee But how long did he have? 
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How fong until dawn? The ritual of sacrifice would begin then =-- and sunrlse couldn't be far 
off. There was so little time... He cursed the lack of a window, a clocke How longeee? 


Not long enough. Time ran out; he heard footsteps outside the door. 


Armed men again = but this time, Indy wasn't going to play the part of model prisoner. He 
launched himself furlously at the short, fat priest who was unlucky enough to be the first one 
Into the room, moving so swiftly that his attack took the man's escort completely by surprise. 
He had very Iittle to lose. There hadn't been nearly enough time for Layla to reach the British, 
and death now from a bullet would be much quicker and cleaner than the fate tn store for him. 


The priest went down, but by then the guards had recovered, and reacted brutally to what they 
considered an act of extreme blasphemy. Defenceless against the hard-swung rifle butts <-- 
They're not taking any chances of depriving thelr boss of his funesese —=- Indy sprawled on top of 
hts victimes One of the guards viciously kicked him aside, then helped the shaken priest to hls 
feet. 


The temple official glared angrily at the unconsclous, bleeding figure of his assallant. The man 
had dared to strike him! “Take him!" he ordered curtly. "Take him to the sanctuary, and bind 
him theree He will be flogged for this affront." He turned his back on the prisoner. "Go, and 
secure him before the high altar. At once!" 


As he stalked away, the guards hastened to obey, and dragged Indy from the room. 


He was half-consclous agaln by the time they reached the sanctuary, but was capable of little 
more than a feeble struggle as manacles were locked onto his wrists, secured by a heavy chain 
hanging from a strong wooden celling beam. The chaln dragged him to h!is feet; human strength 
alone would never break It. 


A large man with cruel, heavy features walked up to the still-dazed prisoner, smiling mali- 
clously, and threw a bucket of Icy water Into hIs face, shocking him back to full awareness. He 
gasped, sputtered, and shook hIs head, flinging wet hair from his eyeSe 


A whip cracked, its lash bitIng Into his back with unexpected force. He fl Inched, caught hls 
breath sharply, but did not cry out. Keep your mind on getting out of here, he told himself 


sternly. You've been through this before; It's not the first timee It's not so bade Think 
RNR SSS SSS SSS hess hrs 
about getting out... 


The whip fell again and agaln, drawing blood each time. Indy concentrated single-mIndedly on 
escape. 


The rattle of a sIstrum distracted him momentarily -- just enough for him to feel the whip as [tt 
struck one last time- He stiffened, closing hIs eyes agalnst the paln, but remained s!tent- 
Don't give these bastards the satisfaction... 

Suddenly, his eyes snapped open againe He thought he'd seene.. 


The scroll! It's here! 


For the first time since he'd been dragged Into the shrine, he studted hls surroundings care- 
fully, attentively, his sclentifically-tratned mind takIng In all the detalls. 
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The ancient papyrus scroll he wanted so fervently rested on a basalt slab In a place of honour 
alongstde what could only be a sacrifictal altar, a wooden plattorm topped by a broad, flat 
stone; both platform and stone bore omlnous reddish-brown stalns. A statue of the anImal-headed 
Set, ringed by tall candles, towered behind It. Four priests, thelr heads shaven, flanked the 
large ftiguree A single row of worshippers, perhaps twenty In all, knelt before It. 


To Indy, vlewIng It now as a tralned archaeologist rather than as an Intended sacrifictal victim, 
the shrine suddenly seemed almost pathetic. Astde from the statue and the altar, nothing marked 
the small room as a place of worship. There were no carvings, no palntingse Unadorned wooden 
beams !ike the one to which he was chalned supported the celling; the floor was bare dirt; the 
walls were rock and clay. 


In the years since he'd left the University of Chicago, Indlana Jones had seen the rulns of many 
of the great temples and shrines of anclent Egypt. From the hundreds of magnificent {lon-headed 
stone statues of Sekhmet In the great temple of Mut In Asher at Karnak to the delicate golden 
figure of Selket found guarding the canopic chest of Tutankhamen In the Valley of KIngs, from the 
elaborate rellefs at Sakkara and Abydos to the beautiful tomb palntings of Delr el-Medineh at 
Thebes, from the shrine of Zoser at Hellopolis to Akhenaten's great doomed city of E! Amarna, 
from the Ptolemaic temple of Hathor at Dendera to the long avenue of sphinxes at Luxor and 
Karnak, and to the Great Sphinx Itself at Glza, he had seen much of what rematned of Egypt's past 
glorye In compartson, far from being the awesome temple of a mighty god, the sanctuary of this 
cult of Set was nothing more than a small, dingy room In the basement of a riverside warehouse. 


He thought back a few weeks, to the vast underground cavern that housed the Thuggee temple of 
Kall at Pankot Palace. Its cathedral-Iike celllng had been supported by massive carved stone 
columns- Huge statues of elephants, Ilons, snakes, and demons had Itned Its wallse <A great 
chasm, cutting to the Earth's flery heart, had separated the worshippers from the altar. The 
chanting of those hundreds of worshippers had combined with the echo of the wind In the tunnels 
to create a chI!l, eerltle cacophony. 


And the glant figure of Kall herself would easily have dwarfed the puny statue of Set. Kall had 
stood twenty feet tall, garbed In human Itmbs, draped In necklaces of human skulls... 


The sound of the ststrum jolted Indy back to the present again.e He bilnked, and turned his head 
toward the door. 


A precession entered. Preceded by half a dozen young women dressed as priestesses, and by four 
of his acolytes, Mohammed Husseln, high priest of Set, paraded Into his temple. For this sacred 
occasion, he was robed In fine gold-embroldered IInen; the sheer fabric was heavily encrusted 
with falence, lapIs, carnelfan, and other gems. He still wore the massive golden pectoral; his 
wrists were encased In broad, heavy bracelets, andrings glittered on every finger. In addition 
to the elaborate robes and jewels, he wore a glittering headdress crowned by a duplicate of the 
head of the god he served. 


Behind him, walking as !tf [tn a trance, was Short Round.e The boy wore a plain white tunic; a 
narrow golden circlet bearing the uraeus had replaced his customary baseball cap. He stared 
stralght In front of him, as If aware of nothing but Husseln's back. 





They've drugged him! Shaken by that realization, Indy tried desperately to attract his atten- 


tlon. "Short Round!" he shouted, fighting the chain that held him. "Ching dju yee! Listen to 


me! Fight them! Wake up!" 
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A guard struck him viclously, an unmistakable order for silence. The archaeologist spat blood 
from hIs mouth, and continued to struggle to free himself. The guard smiled smugly; the chain 
would hold. 


A hush fell over the small congregation. Hussefn began to chant the opening IIitany- "Hall to 
thee, greet Set, lord of all, thou who hast many names, thou mighty one, thou lord of eternity. 
Thou art the lord to whom all hymns of prafse are sunge..™ 


As his followers plcked up the chant, the high priest IIifted a dagger from the altar, raising it 
In ceremontal salute to the effigy of his delty. Then he handed It to an acolyte to be cleansed 
for the sacrifice and left the altar, crossing the room to stand before his prisoner. 


Indy was near to despair. No longer concerned with saving himself -- that seemed a futile 
endeavour at the moment -- he nevertheless had to try to find a way to prevent Short Round's 
death. “What do you want from me?" he demanded hoarsely. 


"Why, ! already have what | want, Doctor Jones. I have you, and | have a New Year's offering to 
great Set. What more could |, a humble priest, desire? All that remains Its for you to know why 
your young friend Is so willing to dilee He has been told that, by giving his I!fe freely In 
sacrifice to the Great One, he will secure your release. A promise easIly given, although, of 
course, not to be kept. He dies to save you, Doctor Jones -- to save you!" 


His face ashen, Indy made one last attempt to save the boy. "If you want a sacrifice, take me. 
I'd make a better offering for your god. Let him go; he's only a kid." 


HusseIn smiled. “Precisely why he will dle, Doctor Jones -- because you so badly want him to 
live. But do not fear. Your turn will come soon enough. Even now, a tomb Is belng prepared. 


You will soon be permanently reun!ted with your I!ttle friend." He turned away, and with a great 
sweep of his arms paraded back to the altar, where all was In readiness. 


"Oh, great Set, the stars of the heavenly abode bow down to the earth In adoration before thee, 


and the whole world giveth praise unto thee. Thou settest thy fear In all the world, and all 
proclaim thy name..." 


Hussein's right hand, holding the dagger, rose high Into the alr, then slowly, ever so slowly, 
began to descend. The point of the blade almed unerringly at the heart of the quiescent victim. 


"Shorty! Ching djJu yee!" Indy cried over the ever louder chants of the worshIppers. "Wake up!" 
The guard pald no attention. Nelther did Short Round. “It's a Ile, kid! It's all a Ife! Wake 
up!" 


The candles flickered, thelr dancing Ifghts turning the shining, descending dagger Into glIt- 
tering flame. The blade was falling faster. 


"Shorty!" 
Faster see 
Indy held his breath, wanting to look away, but unable to tear his eyes from the flery steel. 


The blade descended. Indy's viston blurred; he blinked tears from h!s eyes. 
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Just as the shimmering polnt touched the IInen robe covering Short Round's chest, a shot rang 
out. 


The high priest started, and the hand holding the sacrifictal blade wavered minutely, then 
plunged the dagger home. Short Round, apparently too heavily drugged to fee! any pain, made no 
sound, although hIs body stiffened, then went Iimp- HIs blood spattered Husseln's previously 
spotiess white robes. 


Shouts, and the staccato chatter of rifle fire, became audible over the chanting In the sanc- 
tuary. 


For indy, watching In shock and speechless horror, the next few minutes blurred Into a kaleldo- 
scope of bloodshed and deathe The temple doors burst open, and Sallah charged Into the shrine, 
leading an armed contingent of British troops. Husseln screamed orders; hIs followers began 
returning the Intruders’ gunfire. 


But the British were skilled and highly tralned soldiers. One after another, the worshippers of 
Set died. 


Helpless in the midst of the mélée, somehow untouched by the bullets, Indy hung In his chains, 
exhausted by yet another utterly futile attempt to break free. HIs wrists were raw and bleeding, 
torn by the rusty manacles that held him. His face was haggard, his eyes wilde He seemed 
unaware of the fighting, the shooting, seelIng nothing but the child who still bled on the altar. 
He was a man living a nightmare. 


Sallah, as much alarmed by his friend's appearance as by his clear and Imminent danger, waded 
Into the thick of the fighting. The scimitar tn his left hand and the pistol In his right 
quickly cleared a path to the other man's side. 


"Be strong, my good friend. [ will have you free In no time." His sword clanged agalnst the 
chain linking Indy's manacles, then rebounded, nearly striking the American's head. When the 
links refused to break after a second blow, Sallah began prying at them with the fine steel tip 
of his blade, trying to weaken them. 


"How did you find us?" The strained volce was empty of all emotion. 


"| have ways, my friend, and many contacts on the streets of my city. One saw you taken. He 
followed. It 1s unusual to see an American and an Oriental together In this city, especlally 
when sefzed by waterfront thugse He thought It might bring him a reward. 


"| told him | would beat him If he did not speak, so he told me of this placee When he sald 
there were many men here, | went to the British. They IIstened politely, but | fear would have 
dene nothing, until a girl came, wearing the dress of a priestess of the old days, the days of 
the pharaohs. She spoke to them of a cult devoted to the evil Set, and sald you were a captive, 
condemned to be buried allve. 


"After hearing her story and learning her neme -- and yours, my friend -- and after past experi- 
ences with other old religious cults, Colonel Lytton-Halg was quite willing and eager for his men 


to accompany me. The British do not wish more trouble with thelr Empire. 


"| sent the gir! home to Fayahe She awalts you there, Indy, where she Is safe from these 


* 33 * 


butchers. She Is a fine girl, beautiful and brave; ! approve of her. When she was safely on her 
way to my home, |! came here with the soldiers. Once we knew where to look, finding thls room was 
a simple thing." 


Suddenly, one of the British soldiers shouted a warning to one of his comrades; his volce carried 
over the din of battle. “Look out, Ned! This whole place Is a bloody tinder box! One slip...” 


But even as he spoke, two of the candles ringing the effigy of Set toppled, struck by the body of 
a dying worshipper. Both a wooden beam and the statue Itself caught fire. The flames /Icked 
toward the altar, toward the body that lay on It, toward the priceless scroll! on the slab nearby. 


Indy looked toward the altar at the soldier's cry, but didn't even seem to see the scroll. 
"Shorty!" As If oblivious to Sallah*s presence, he frantically began to fight the chain once 
more, exhausting what was left of his strength In a desperate attempt to get to the boy. 


Sallah stepped back a pace, then grimly raised his scimitar high over his head. "Stand still," 
he warned, then swung with all his might. The razor-sharp edge of the sword struck squarely 
between two weakened IIinks, and the chain snapped. The erstwhIle prisoner collapsed to his hands 
and knees, gasping for breath. 


"Come, my friend," the Egyptian sald, helptng him to his feet. "This ts not a safe place to 
stay." 


Indy shook his head numbly and, Ignoring the gunfire, stumbled to the altar. Sallah followed 
him, weapons still fn his hands and ready to usee The archaeologist lifted Short Round from the 
stone slab and gently lowered him to the floor, cradling him In his armse Blood continued to 
well up around the dagger still protruding from the boy's chest; he was careful not to move It. 


At his friend's touch, Shorty roused from hts drugged trance and opened his eyes, focusing on 
Indy's face. He felt no pain, and no feare He knew he was dyIng. 


"I'm sorry, Shorty. This Is all my fault. | shouldn't have let you come. !'m so sorryeee" 
"Noeeenot your fault. { come..ebecause | want to. You mye.-best friend...” 

Indy bowed his head, holding the dying boy closer, not wanting Short Round to see him cry. But 
he couldn't stop his tears. If only I'd InsIsted he stay behind... Gulit and remorse tore at 


him, sharper than the sword In Sallah's hand. He wasn't even aware of the Egyptian's presence, 
although the other man stood over him, ready to protect him with his I!fe, If necessary. If only 


there were something | could dow.. “When we get out of here, kid, I'm golng to take you back 


home, and adopt you legally» ! promise." Empty words, Jones. He's never golIng home agalnee. 


"leeelove youeseIndy,” Short Round whispered, struggltng with the words. 


"| know," Indy answered brokenly, holding him tighter still. "I love you, too, Shorty. War al 


neeeece" 
He never knew If the boy heard him before he dled. 
He knelt there for a long time, crying sllently, with Short Round's body held tightly tn his 


armse It's not right, not falr! It shouldn't happen thls way! He's so youngeee His tears 
nner eeeeereeeeee eee eee eee i 
mingled with the boy's drying blood. HIs gulit, his abiding sense of responsibIil{ty and loss, 
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filled him with a bitterness he would never lose. 
Better If |! had died, or been left a slave to Kallee. 


Sallah looked down at him, saddened and palfned by his friend's sufferInge He knew Shorty was the 
only person Indy had permitted himself to love In years. Much as he grieved for the boy who had 
dled so young, he was more concerned about the man who survived. This fs a terrible thing for 
you, my dear friend. | truly fear the effects of this blowee. 


He placed a sympathetic hand on the other man's shoulder. "{! know you mourn, my friend, but we 
cannot stay here." 


Indy looked upe Scattered fires blazed throughout the shrine; soon, the entire warehouse would 
be In flamese The flighting was over. Bodies littered the roome Husselfn, Ibn Sayeed, all the 
other members of the cult of Set were deade The soldiers were withdrawing, abandoning the old 
building to the cleansing fire. 


The altar was burning. 


The archaeologist smoothed the dead boy's hair, then staggered to his feet and bleakly surveyed 
the carnagee They've pald for what they did to you, kid. You've been avengedee. 


But {tt didn't matter. It couldn't bring Shorty back. Nothing mattered any more. Whatever 
torture Husseln might have devised for him, nothing could have hurt hIm more. He hadn't reallzed 
how much he cared == untI! now, when It was too late. | 


Like a sleep-walker, he approached the blazing altar. Flames IIcked toward the priceless old 
scroll! he had come so far to find. it represented hIs future; It was the one thing he had 
desired above all else, what he and Short Round had laughIngly referred to as hIs "fortune and 
glory." But who, a few short days ago, could have guessed Its price? 


For a long moment, he stared at the preclous artifact as If hypnotized, then slowly reached out 
for Ite Fire singed his hand; he didn't notice It as he grasped the rolled papyrus, held It, 
gazed at It longingly, passlonately. Then he suddenly shuddered with revulston and, with all his 
strength, hurled it directly tnto the heart of the flames. 


The papyrus was dry, brittle with age, and the fire blazed with an almost Intolerable bri!!fance 
as the scroll was consumed. indy stared blindly tnto the flames, then turned, stumbled back to 
Short Round's side, stooped, and gathered the body Into his ermse He sald nothing as he bent his 
head, kissed the now-cold forehead, then straightened. His eyes met Sallah's briefly, and the 
Egyptian thought something had gone out of them forever; they seemed IIfeless, as dead as those 
of the boy he held. 


Then, his face still wet with tears, his clothing covered with Shor+ Round's blood, Indlana Jones 
left the warehouse, carrying the small, IIfeless body. Sallah followed stlently. Behind them, 
the building burned, consumed by the fire, taking with It forever the secret of the Eye of Horus. 


Weeks later, there was a new grave In a cemetery near the campus of Marshal! College In Connect- 
Icut. The name on the headstone was "Short Round Jones." 
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At the end of the 1986/1987 television season, Thomas Magnum lay dy!ng. He'd 
sald hIis goodbyes, and turned his back on I!fe. HIs friend Mac was dead, and 
had convinced him that he was, too. Mortally wounded, how could he posslIbly 
survive? 


"“_Ilmbo and Little Volices*® 


(By Kathlte Hughes) 


"Magnum, | thought this might be of some Interest to you," the volce droned on as the private 
Investigator drifted farther and farther from his hosp!tal room. The bullets that put him there 
seemed less rea! than the clouds that surrounded him. 


What's Higgins going on about? A pint of stout? Wearlly, Thomas Magnum tried to focus on the 


sounds. Other volces floated around him. My mother? When did she come? Nurses? He couldn't 
tell. 


Frankly, he didn't care. 


“Keep trying," someone said» “In cases like this, we have no idea how much the patient can hear 
aor understand. What you say may be enough to keep him with us." 


Magnum grinned to himself. Why bother? He felt perfectly comfortable where he was. 


“Magnum! | demand that you come back Immediately!" 


Higgins agaln, glving orders as usual =~ but he seems so far away... With a shrug, Magnum saun- 


tered deeper into the clouds. With Mac's help, he'd set his IIfe In order and sald his farewells 
as best he could. 


Now, It's time To goeece 


With a last glance and a wry smile, he was gone. 
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All alone, Magnum continued through the clouds, surveying the narrow path stretching before him. 
It seemed solid enough, although he couldn't quite Identify the material from which [+ was made. 
Curtous, he looked around. Little was visible tn the cloudbank except the path, and that for 
only a short distance. 


So thts ts heaven. Heaven, om IImbo, or whatever... 


Suddenly, he stopped short. With a momentary flash of Instinct, the same Intultlon that had 
guerded him so well al! his Iffe, he knew he was no longer alone. With a start, he turned to 
face hIs new companion, who stood a few paces away. 
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"HI y" 


The greeting was friendly enough, but Its source was hardly what he might have expected. A woman 
stood facing him, short and round, a motherly version of Mac, sporting a shock of thick dark hair 
and even thicker glasses, dressed In a sweater and plald skirt that looked as If she'd IIved tn 
them. As she smiled at hIm, Magnum felt that, at any moment, she might start to giggle. 


The detective In him Immediately began to analyze the situation. After all, what did | expect? 
Angels with golden haloes? God, with a long white beard? 


The absurdity of It suddenly struck hIm, and he grinned In spIte of himself. "HI," he answered. 


"So, you're really going through with It?" The woman smiled agaln, and crossed her arms over her 
ample chest. 


He looked down Into brown eyes that twinkled with laughter. For some strange reason, he resisted 
questioning who she was or why she was there. WIth a wave of hIs hand, he Indicated the path be- 
fore him. "Yeah, well, | guess soe | don't have much choice, do 1?" 


She shrugged. "I suppose you don't, If you've already made up your mind." 


He studied her for a moment, then turned away, perplexede Hands on his hips, he stared down the 
path, his bristly moustache twitching as hIs mind worked on this revelation. 


"What's that supposed to mean?" he asked at last, turning back to her. "I'm dying, right? Or 
dead? | just have to go on down this path, atone for my wayward life, and get on with whatever 
else there Is." 

This time, the woman actually did glggle, and shrugged again; It seemed to be her favourite 
gesture. "If that's what you want to do." She absent-mindedly brushed at a remnant of lunch 
sticking to the front of her sweater. 

"| didn't reallze | had any cholce In the matter," he snapped sarcastically. 


"Sure you doe We all have free will." 


The private detective snorted and swivelled away from her, cramming his hands Into his pockets, 
then turned back suddenly. "Hey, what are you, anyway? Some kind of angel?" 


This time, she smiled wrylye "Il guess you can call me that. It's as good a tag as any- By the 
way, my name's JudI." 


"Judi? What kind of name Is that for an angel? It should be Gabriel, or HepzIibah, or something 
ltke that!" 


"Sorry, just Judie" She shrugged againe “Take It or leave It." 
"Can't even get an angel with a decent name," he muttered to himself. “All right, | think I'll 


leave It," he sald aloud- "Nice talking to youe" Determinedly, he started off againe About 
twenty yards down the path, he stopped. "Are you going to follow me all the way?" 


* 39 * 


"Yes. " 
"Why?" 
"It's my job." 


"Oh, | get Ite You're my source of comfort, IIke the prlest on the prisoner's last walk. Is 
that tt?" 


"Well, not exactly» Actually, I've been with you a long time." 
Magnum pulled his hands out of his pockets and faced here "A guardian angel?" 


"Sort of« People call us lots of different things -- woman's Intultion, a hunch, a ‘little 
volce'..." 


"Walt a minute!" He looked at her more closely, his hands reaching out to grab her shoulders. 
At the last minute, he drew back. "Judi, are you telling me you're my little voice?" 


She smiled sadly» "We've known each other a long time, Thomase I'm glad | can finally meet you 
face to face." 


He shook his heade "Does everyone have a guardian angel?" 
"No, of course not." 
"Well, then, why me?" 


"You seem to need one more than most people. You have to admit, I've helped you out of some 
pretty tight scrapes In my time." 


He stared at her, trying to sort the truth from what she was saying. "But, If you're really 
myseewhat you said you areseeewhy didn't you warn me about...?" He paused, the memory of the 


shooting still fresh. 


"About the last time?" she finished gentlye Her smile disappeared. "I tried, but you didn't 
listen to me." 


"| always listen," he answered weakly. "I just don't always pay attentlon." 

"You certainly didn't this time. At least, you might have taken the spare clips | suggested." 

He shook his head, as If to dislodge the memory of the shooting that was replaying In his mind. 
He could see the dingy warehouse, smell the smoke from the guns, and -- worst of all -- feel the 


bullets as they hit. "Why didn't | IlIsten?" he muttered, half to himself. 


The expected shrug didn't comee Instead, Judi looked him stralght In the eye. "Maybe that's the 
way you wanted It." 


The private Investigator stiffened. "Now, walt a minute. Are you sayIng | wanted to die?" 


"Not exactly." She held his gaze. "You're just not doing anything to keep It from happening." 
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The switch In tenses was not lost on hime He took a deep breathe Can It be true? Do | really 
have the power to change what's happening here? 
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Wearlly, he closed hls eyes and sank down on a bench that had materlallzed from somewhere on his 
right. He never questioned Its appearance. Mac had taught hIm that much. 


For a few moments, he sat on the bench, hls fIngers working on the ache between his eyes. This 
Is the last straw. Even dyIng's turned Into a major problem... 
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Judi watched him, concerned but sIlent, her arms folded across her chest. 
"What you're saying Is that | can go back," he sald finally. 


"What I'm saying Is that you have a cholce.e You can go back, or you can go one" She waved her 
hand at the path. "It's your decIsion, Thomas." 


He dropped hIs head Into hIs hands. The light-hearted mood in which he had left his lite was 
gone- All his problems were still with him, even In death, and there were stil! decIsions to be 


madee I'm so tired of It allee. 


The last few years had not been easy onese Middle age was creeping up on him, and with It, the 
responsibilities Involved In laying out the rest of his life. 


He was tired of belng responsible -- for hIs own IIfe, and for the lives of others as well. He 
was tired of being brave, and wise, and stronge Going back meant facing all those responsi- 
bilities he thought he'd left behind forever, and planning for a future he thought was al! 
settled. 

It meant changing his life. 

He groaned. It would be so easy to turn my back, and go on down this path... 

And yet, something nagged at the back of hIs mind, something that wasn't quite right. Shaking 
his head, Magnum knew he couldn't make that kind of decision, not now. "Help me," he sald 
softly. 

JudI sat down on the bench beside him and lald a sympathetic hand on hIs arm. "Okay." 

"Tell me what to do." 

"| can't do thate 1 could never make that kInd of decIston for you." 


"Can you tell me what you would do?" His eyes met hers, and found understanding. 


She shrugged againe "I can only tell you what | dide" Magnum sat up stralghter. "I went down 
the path." She looked away. 


"And you regret It?" 


Stlently, she stared at her hands for a moment. "I left a lot of happiness behind me, and a lot 
of people who cared about me. There were things | wish | could have finished." 
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He nodded». "I know. I have this feeling there's something | should have done. | just can't 
seem to put my finger on It." He rubbed the back of his necke "What's down there?" He lifted 
his chin, Indicating the path. 


"In your case, | don't know. It's different for different people. But once you decide, Thomas, 
there's no golng back, so If you've left something unfinished..." 


"| know, 4 Know," he answered [rritably. "You're a blg help." 
With a sad smile, Jud! patted his shoulder. "You're a Pele, Thomas. Work it out." 


"Private Investigator!" he retorted through clenched teeth, then g-Inned at the twinkle In her 
eyese "Okay, how?" 


"It's a problem. Treat It IIke one. Figure out why you might want to go back, welgh It against 
what might be ahead, and make the best decision you cane You did that sort of thing every day, 
back there." She pointed back the way they'd come. "Nothing's changed. Why wouldn't you want 
to go back?" 

Magnum stiffened, not wanting to answer. But It might be easler If he just admitted It. She was 
his guardian angel, after all. She probably knew everything he was thinking. "I don't knows | 
guess I'm scared." 


She nodded. "That's a good start. Of what?" 


He stood up, stuffing his hands Into the pockets of his baggy shorts agaln, and took a few steps 
away from her. "Of getting old. Of belng alone. Of not having any purpose In IIfe. I don't 
knows Of winding up like Higgins, | guess -- alone, and IIlving In the past." 


"And Michelle?" 


He closed his eyes. "She's not my problem any more. She's got someone who'll love her, and see 
that she's not hurt again." 


"And she's safe?" 

"Of course, she's safe." 
Judl nodded agaln, accepting his answer. "Okay. Now, what's good about golng back?" 

This time, he smiled. "Oh, there are lots of things. There's the challenge of making It through 
the day, and the satisfaction of knowIng you've won when you've made It. There's belng out on 
the beach with the sun on your face. There's my daughter, watching her grow up." HIs volce 
caught In his throat, but he smiled fondly at the memory of her last goodbye. 

"And there are your friends." 


"Them, too." He grinned. "I'm really golng to miss them." 


"They'll miss you, too. Have you thought of that?" 
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"Of course," he answered softly. 
"And what about Michelle?" 
"| thought we'd settled that." 


"Have we? Are you so sure there's not something you want to do, something you need to say to 
her?" 


"Noe" He pausede "I'm not sure. How can | be completely sure of anything? | can't even dle 
right. Nothing's certaln, not even death and taxes." He smiled at his own joke, but the smile 
faded, and he suddenly turned to face her again, hls eyes narrowlng. “Nothing Is certain, Is It? 
Ils that what you're trying to tell me? That Michelle's not safe?” _ 


"I'm still your little voice. So, what's the word, Thomas?" She regarded him Intently, her 
expression a mixture of hope and concern. "There's the pathe It leads both ways." 


Anorily, the private Investigator turned away from her. "Golng down the path Is an answer, too. 
It may not be @ very good one, but it's an answer." 


"You're running away." 


"| am not!" He paused, considering. "Yeah, well, maybe | ame I've been running all my IIfe." 
He slumped back down onto the bench. "Help me, Judi," he pleaded. 


She shook her head. "I wish | knew how. I've done all | cane You have to make the decision. | 
can't do It for youe" Suddenly, she looked up- "And your time's running out." 


Magnum chuckled bleakly- "I Know. Time, and how It relates to Infinity and jelly doughnuts. | 
guess you have deadlines here, too-" He ralsed his hands In a gesture of futility, then let them 
fall. 


"Decide, Thomas." 


Longingly, he gazed down the path to his right. His eyes tried to penetrate the fog, but without 
success. To his left, the path stretched back the way he'd comee In the distance, he could hear 
volces, but he couldn't make out the words. Higgins? HIs mother again? He squinted, trying to 
focus. Damn, that's not falre.. 


"That's not falr, Judi," he repeated out loud. She only shrugged. 


Frustrated, he jumped to hIs feet, and began pacing back and forth In front of the bench. The 
resignation he'd felt at his death had turned to ragee "That's not fair! You're stacking the 
deck agalnst mee First my friends, and Michelle. And now, Higgins, and my mother. It's just 
not fair!" 


His companion grinned. "I never clalmed to play fair, Thomas." 
"Okay, okays I'm golInge This time. I'II go right back there and stralghten out my IIfe, get a 
real job, get married, have two or three kids, do whatever It is you guys think | should do. But 


the next time | get killed, you better be prepared to let me dle, because I'm not golIng through 
this again!"  Red-faced and winded from his tirade, he glared at her. "Well, don't you have 
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something to say?" 

"As a matter of fact..." 

He turned In frustration. "What now?" 

"You're goIng to be a little disoriented when you get back. | just wanted to warn you." 
"What do you mean, disorlented?" 


"It's hard to tell- You might be a little foggy, depressed, have some loss of memory. It's 
different each time. Just expect It to be a little bumpy, that's all." 


"Oh, great! | should have known there'd be a catch." 

"Nothing's easy, Thomas." 

"Yeah? Well, | can vouch for that." In a huff, he turned and stalked down the path toward life. 
Suddenly, he stopped, and called over his shoulder. "Well, are you coming?" 

"Of course." She giggled behind him. 
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"That's It, record the time of death." An unfamIllar man's volce drifted to him through the fog. 
Magnum followed It, coming at last to the threshold between where he was and where he was going. 


Funny, | don't remember golng through a doores. 
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With a shrug, he stopped and once again gazed longingly back down the path. It would be so easy, 
after all, to go ahead and dle... 


But then, he'd never taken the easy way out. Why start now? 
"Judi?" he called experimentally. 


From somewhere deep Inside him, his IIttle volce stirred reassuringlye "I'm heree I'll always 
be here." 


With a sigh, Magnum smiled and stepped through the doorway, back Into II fe. 
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For all that he was an avowed cynic and took very IIttle In the unlverse for 
granted, Han Solo had to admit the present turn of events was beyond any- 
thing he had ever considered before. After all, when one was hired to 
rescue a damsel In distress, It was a foregone concluston she wanted to be 
rescued, right? 


Yet, standing before him was the KInhedra of Salusan -- a IIving, breathing 
exception to thlis rule. The young woman's mother, Queen Marissa, had 
promised hIm flve hundred thousand credits to rescue the princess and bring 
her safely to Salusan. He and his first mate Chewbacca had risked thelr 
lIves to IIberate Salusan's crown princess from the plIrates who held her 
captive. 


"And she doesn't want to go home!" I+ was very strange -- and certalnly not 
the simple in-and-out adventure he'd hoped for. GlancIng at hIs partner, he 
saw the Wooklee was thinking the same thing. 


"There's Always a Catch..." 


(By LTsa Mudano) 


Salusan was one of the few civilized planets In the Empire that still operated under a true 
monarchy» Of course, the King or Queen bowed to the will of the Impertal Governor of the Sector, 
and eventually to the Emperor, but as far as domestic rule went, the monarch's word was law. 


Han Solo, pllot-for-hire, smuggler, and sometime mercenary -- If the credits were right -- had 
been the length and breadth of the Empire, and had never seen anything to equal the splendor of 
Castle Crindelon. Upon their arrival, he and Chewbacca had been led through several richly 
carpeted corridors hung with beautiful holograms; past the Great Hall with Its marble floor, 
mirrored walls, and jeweled ceiling; and Into a small sItting room decorated a bit less grandly, 
but no less elegantly than everything else they had seen. They were gestured to soft leather 
chairs, given food and wine, and told to walt. 


As the door closed quletly behind the servants, leaving them alone for the first time since their 
arrival, Solo glanced at his partner. "What do you think, Chewle? A trap, or the sweetest deal 
of our IIves?" 


The Wooklee shrugged, and growled non-committal ly. Han nodded. "My thoughts exactly. It 
doesn't look IIke a trap, but even If we're wrong, we can't afford to turn down potential work 
without at least checking It out." 


Between repairs to thelr shIp and their mutual love of celebrating every stroke of good fortune 
that came thelr way, they were usually In dire financial straits. And their last job, an aborted 
attempt to smuggle weapons to Lagoran VII, could easily be considered one of the lowest points of 
thelr careers. - 
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They had almost finIshed eating everything In front of them when the door opened again, admitting 
a tall, slender woman tn a floor-length gown of rich red and purple. Long night-dark halr fell 
over her right shoulder In tuxurtant wavese She wore no crown or other symbol of rank, but Han 
could tell she was no servant. Even though he suspected her Identity, he remained seated, eyelng 
her almost insolently- 


His gaze amused the woman, who pulled a chair from across the room to the table where the two 
were eating, then took a seat opposite them. "Don't worry, Captain Solo. You owe no allegiance 
to me or my crown, so | do not expect the usual courtesies." 


Solo chuckled. "That's good, because I'm not sure | even know what they are." 


"| am Marissa Crindelon, Queen and Kinhalla of Salusane 1! will also be your employer, should you 
and your partner choose to accept the job | have to offer you." 


"You want us to haul cargo for you?" 
She shook her head. "No, I'm afrald this Is nothing tIke that. It's a rescue missfon." 
"A what?" 


"A rescue misstfon. | want you to rescue my daughter, the Princess Arella, from the pirates on 
Belas who are holding her for ransom." 


Han tensed. Glancing at Chewbacca, he was reassured to see the Wooklee's paw had fallen surrep- 
titiously to the stock of his bow-caster. It was all too possible this wonderful hosp!tal tty 


would disappear once he refused the offer. Thls requires a delicate touch, he thought, or we're 


Goomed. "Your majesty, what gave you the Idea we ever do anything IIke that? We're smugglers -- 
pirates -- ourselves. You have an army to do things IIke rescue kidnapped princesses. Elther 
that, or talk to the Impertals about it." 


"| need this matter entrusted to competent hands, Captalne The situation Is far more delicate 
than you realize. Tell me, are you at all familiar with Salusan mysticIsm?" 


The Corelilan groaned Inwardly. We're In trouble nowes. "No, your majesty. I'm not much on 
ancient religions and superstitions. 1! prefer to deal with what | can see, touch, and kIil." 


Queen Marissa Inclined her head. "Granted. Unfortunately, the people of Salusan do not share 
your pragmatic view of the universe. [n our anclent tongue, my title of Kinhalla means "Keeper 
of the Mysteries." Our people belleve thelr ruler must be spokesperson for the spiritual aspect 
of thelr lives -- thelr god or goddess on this plane, so to speak. My daughter Arella Is 
Kinhedra, ‘Helr to the Mysterles.' Without the Kinhed-a, the IIne of successtfon Is broken, and 
civil wer fs almost certain to result. Your name was given to me as that of a man who can get 
the job done and keep hls mouth shut. As you can well Imagine, § em anxlous to keep news of the 
princess's abduction from all unnecessary ears." 


Han could certainly understand that. Not only would clvil war cost Marissa her throne, but also 
It was a sure-fire way to get the Empire Involved. "Let's say I'm Interested. What detalls can 


you give me?" 


"The princess Is belng held on the planet Belas, a place where my meagre resources of men and 
armaments are not welcome. She fs a prisoner of the pirate Vega Chaksoon. He demands five 
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hundred thousand credits for her sate return." 


The Corellian had heard of Chaksoon. The man was victous, stopping at nothing to get what he 
wanted. The Queen had every reason to worry. Even If she pald him, the pirate was IIkely to 
kttl the princess. She's got to know that, or she wouldn't be talking to meee. 


"lt am willing to offer you and your co-pilot three hundred thousand credits to rescue my daughter 
and return her safely to me." 


"| want five hundred," Solo told her. Much as he was starting to feel sorry for the woman, money 
was non-negotiable. He and Chewle saw too little of the stuff to not grab as much as they could 
when the opportunity came along. When the Queen looked as If she were about to protest, he cut 
her off. “Look, your highness, the way | see It, If you pay the ransom, you're out five hundred 
thousand, and you don't have any guarantees of getting your daughter back. Pay Chewle and me 
half now, half on dellvery, and yes, you're out the same five hundred thousand <= but you have 
your daughter back, and no civil war; you get to keep your crown. Sounds fair to me." 


She laughed. "Are you sure you aren't a politictan In disguise, Captain? All right, you have a 
deal." She held out her hand. Standing, Solo took It and raltsed It to hls IIps tn salute. 


"Thank you, your majesty," he told her. "It's a pleasure doling bustness with you. Now, If 
you'll just point us to the Individual tn charge of the royal funds...?" 


Marissa went to the door and opened It, to admit a page dressed In crimson and purple livery. He 
was carrying a satchel. She took It from him and presented It to Hane "There's a bit more than 
two hundred fifty thousand here. ! hoped you'd accept my offer, and that we could take cere of 
payment right here." 


Han was amazed at the woman's naTveté It was Incredible to think no one had taken serlous ad- 
vantage of her before this. Elther the tmpertal Governor or subversives within her own kingdom 
must have tried.- Her Innocence touched him. "Your majesty," he began, stepping forward to take 
the satchel, "just a bit of advice for any future shady dealings you may have. Splitting the 
payment In half Its standard procedure for keeping both parties honest. Say we had settled for 
three hundred thousand. If you gave me the money In ful! right here, you would have no guarantee 
that | wouldn't just take ft and fly out of here, never to be seen again." 


The Queen smiled a gentle, dazzling smile. "! appreclate your concern, Captain. Since you are 
not a religious man, It would be polntless for me to detall why the situation you Just described 
would never happen." There was steel behind her words. 


Surprising, he thought. But he supposed the woman had to have strength and cunning In order to 
run a prosperous planet tn the face of all oddse Careful, Han, old boy- You've been without fe- 
male companionship too damned longs The woman's a Queen -- nobility, and far above the IIkes of 
yOUees ‘“"One more thing," he sald aloud. "This may not seem Important to you, but It would cer- 
tainly help Chewle and me In resculng your daughter." 


"Everything Is Important If It concerns the rescue of Arella, Captain Solo." Her volce was sud- 
deniy frosty. "What have we left out?" 


"Little things -- IIke any Information you may have on the location of Chaksoon's hide-out, how 
many men he has, where he's holding the princessee. You know -- IIittle stuff." 
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Her smile was perfunctory. “There Its a reason that was left out. Everything we have avallable 
ts betng transmitted to your ship's computer. For anything else, Including the plrate's manpower 
and the specific location of his h!ide-out, you're on your own." 


With that, Han and Chewle were ushered from the study and escorted under guard to their ship. 


Twenty minutes later, as they completed their pre-flight warmup and prepared to take off, the 
Wookiee finally vocallzed the thought that had bothered both of them since thelr Interview with 
the Queen of Salusan. 


Han*’s response was a gutteral curse. "Don't start, Chewle. I know this job's got more holes In 
it than my socks. What do you want me to do about f+?" 


Another serles of yips and growls, ending on a note of query. The Corellian snorted derisively. 
"Not even close, partner. Do you actually think I'd risk our hides for a pretty face?" 


The Wooklee growled a response, and Han chuckled, losing some of the solemn, annoyed mood he'd 
had since leaving Marissa's presencee "No, ! don't want an Itemized Itst of examples," he 
retorted. "Punch It, and let's get out ofe.." 


Before he could finish, Chewbacca hit the thrusters, sending the MILLENNIUM FALCON blasting clear 
of the Salusan spaceport. 


+ EEK 


it wasn't until thelr hyperspace preparations were completed and thelr course for Belas pro- 
grammed that Han and Chewbacca were able to resume their discusston. The early part of any space 
flight was IIke that -- especlally on board the MILLENNIUM FALCON. 


The FALCON really required four people to operate her properly -- pilot, co-pllot, navigator, and 
communications officer. Since Han and Chewle spaced alone, thelr work-load was always double 
that of any normal crew. As a result, things tended to get somewhat hectic In the cramped cock~ 
pit. 


Once the hyperdrive -- the finest system Han could beg, borrow, or JjJury-rig -- kicked In, the 
ship's computer took over, and the partners had some time to themselves. This time, they both 
agreed a stiff drink was In order once they'd finished thelr chores. They had to work out a plan 
tor rescuing the princess. 


"You know, Chewle," Han told him as they settled down at the now-qulet holographic game-board, 
“you seem to be forgetting one thing. Marissa's already pald us three hundred thousand credits 
to go on this fool's run. Three hundred thousand now, and another two hundred thousand when we 
return with the princess safely In tow." 


Chewbacca'’s response was unmistakable In Its skepticism. Han nodded, waving his glass for em- 


phasIse “1! know, | know == If we get her. I ask you this, however. Would you rather be dead, 
or alive and starving?" 


More growls, and It was Han's turn to look skeptical. "You're assuming the three hundred thou- 
sand would hold out that long. You know the FALCON's overdue for some Improvements. And that's 
Just for starters. I haven't managed to get my hands on the new Walvers List yet, so | don't 
know what new standards the Empire's lald down. Unless we want creditors breathing down our 


* 48 * 


4 


a 


¥ 


¥ 


a 


> 





F a A oe 
/ 
Z 27" 


- 
7 


. 








y a 





, 
/ 











OZ fe 
f 


%, o ? LIE 
~~ e “V ya 
° 

. 7 

















E.. E. E. i E.. 





E.. E ar E. , E.. BE. 








tallpIpe the length and breadth of both the Empire and the Corporate Sector Authority, that's 
gotng to take cashe And once that three hundred thousand's gone, what are we going to IIve on 
"til our next Job?" 


The Wooklee finally rumbled an assent, and h!s partner continued. “Now, as far as this princess 
thing goes, ! think we should offer our services to Chaksoon. That'll! get us access to his lair 
-- and, hopefully, to Marissa's daughter. Sound good to you?" 


Chewle shook his head and barked a few cholce comments. "Yeah, | know," the Corelllan grumbled. 
"You don't IIke any of this, do you? And, truth to tell, aside from the cash, nelther do |." 


%H&ett & 


Belas was a Standard-sized planet, with gravity only silghtly less than Standard. Han Solo, fol- 
lowing long-standing custom, altered his ship's gravity during thelr hyperspace flight. By the 
time they left the FALCON on the planet's surface, the partners hardly noticed the dl fference. 


Han had been to Belas several times. Free of Imperial guidance and control, It was a world 
populated by thieves of all sorts, blackmallers, mercenaries, murderers, and, of course, smug- 
gQlerse If someone needed something of a shady nature accomplished, he went to Belas. If the 
right person for the Job wasn't readily found, the Councl! of Crime Lords had the resources to 
point visitors tn the rlght direction -- for a price. 


As an Ironic twist, the planet's port clty of Andelon was a popular resort spot for the wealthy 
and Indolent. By order of the Crime Lords, crime was at a minimum In Andelone The Counc!! had 
determined they needed a good legitimate tourist business, both to supplement a planetary economy 
placed In constant danger of bankruptcy from on-gotng theft and to keep the Impertals from taking 
too close a look at thelr primary Industry. 


Han and Chewle were stopped by port security as they were about to leave the spaceport. They had 
expected It; routine Interrogation of all newcomers unwilling to pay the exorb!tant exemption fee 
was standard operating procedure. To prepare for It, Han had worn his shoulder holster, which 
concealed his blaster beneath his vest. In addition, they had dropped Chewbacca's bow-caster and 
bandolfer of ammunition Into a duffel bag, which Chewle carried slung negligently across his 
backe The changes wouldn't fool the security guards, but as long as they gave a plausIble reason 
tor the weapons and weren't carrylng them out In the open, there would be no problem. If they 
broke thelr word to remain peaceful, however, thelr chances of getting off-world before being 
caught were dangerously silm. The Crime Lords had a police force torival the Impertal Storm- 
troopers themselves -- and thelr Justice was swift and final. 


For the few transgressors who did manage to get off-world with thelr loot, al! charges agalnst 
them were automatically dropped. If they ever returned to Belas, they would have an Instant 
place In the Underworld. Thelr only fear would be Iilegal reprisals In case thelr victims were 
fellow Underwor Iders. 


In other words, once we've got Arella, we move fast -- or we're dead, Han thought as two security 
guards searched through thelr belongings. The guards found thelr weapons, but sald nothing. 


When the search was finished, the older guard, a man with a badly scarred face, stepped back and 


said In a raspy voice, "Since It's pretty obvious you two aren't here tar the sun and three 
moons, we need statements swearing to your business on Belas." 
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"We're looking for work. Heard Vega Chaksoon was looking for a couple of good hands." 


The other guard, a clean-shaven, pretty boy barely out of his teens, perked up. "What's your 
specltalfty?" 


Han smiled coolly. "Since I'm sure you'll! be scoping out my ship while my partner and | are 
planet-bound, I'll let you figure {tt out yourself." 


Scarface returned the smile appreclatively. "Certatnly, Captain Solo. Mr. Chaksoon's estate Is 
on the outskirts of Andelone Do we need to detal! the taws of our falr city to you?" 


The Corellian shook his head. "I've been here before. { know the rules." 


Scarface Inclined his head once. “The consequences of your actions are on your own heads from 
this moment on. Go In peace." 


His companion snickered. "Unless you can get away with something better." 
Solo nodded cordially, and he and Chewle entered the streets of Andelon. 


As soon as they were out of earshot of the guards, Chewbacca yIpped- Han shook hIis head. "Abso~ 
lutely not. | don't care how hungry you are. We go stralght to Chaksoon. We don't have time to 
worry about luxuries." 


This provoked a more strident rumble from hls first mate. Solo groaned. "Oh, al! right, you 
big, overgrown fur-ball!" Detourtng slightly, he stopped at a street-vendor's cart and, using 
some of the credits left from before Salusan, purchased a large cone of plast-form that held a 
mass of lumpy, pasty dough. After digging out a handful for himself, he passed the rest to his 
Wooklee friend. "There, that should hold you." 


He sampled hiss Not too bade Sort of a nutty flavour. | hope It tides him over. We'll be 


moving too damned fast to think about food... 


His sixth sense had been screaming sInce the moment they left the spaceport. They were belng 
watched from every corner. It was nothing specific yet, no more than idle curfosity -- but he 
knew they had only a few more minutes before Vega Chaksoon had someone talling them, watching for 
any extraordinary moves on thelr part. 


The Idea somehow comforted him. Let them try. He was In hIs element. Who would suspect me of 


belng anything but a space-bum with a fast ship, looking for work? That's exactly what | am! 


Without his realfzing It, a smal! bounce crept Into his step as he swaggered along, with Chewle 
watching his back. 


eee He £ 


The security guard hadn't understated the truth when he spoke of "Mr. Chaksoon's estate." A 
manston, guest house, pool, stables, and bathhouse Inhabited spaclous, beautifully tended 
groundse Han was almost overcome by Jealousy as he and Chewbacca stood In the foyer of the 
mansion, walting to be admitted to Chaksoon's presence. "Why not us, Chewle?" he asked his first 
mate. “What did we do wrong?" 


Chewbacca rumbled, and Han turned, his hand twitchtIng reflexively to his vest, which concealed 
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his blaster. The tall, slender, urbane gentleman who approached them shook his head. "| 
wouldn't If | were you, Captain Solo. It's the gunman you can't see who will kill you.” 


Solo relaxed his stancee “Just nervous. Mr. Chaksoon, | presume?" Actually, there was no 
presumption on his parte He had seen Vega Chaksoon on several occasions, but had always been 
cereful never to attract the plirate's attention. Smart men didn't let themselves come to his 
notice too soon. 


The man nodded» "1 understand you're looking for work, Captain. Your reputation, itlke that of 
your Wooklee partner, definitely precedes you." 


Han shrugged. "! hope you only IIstened to the good parts." 


"| Ifstened to enough that I'm willing to talk to youe Step Into my office, won't you?" He ges- 
tured toward a door of highly polished carved oak. 


Han and Chewle followed the pirate Inside. Once the door was secured, they were offered comtort- 
able leather-upholstered armchairs, and thelr host took a seat behind a desk crafted of some 
rere, exotic wood Han didn't recognize. 


"Can | offer you some refreshments?" Without walting for a response, Chaksoon pressed a button 
on his desk, and a buzzer sounded. A few moments later, a young woman entered. She was dressed 
In an obscenely tight unlform that concealed none of her feminine attributes. 


Han nearly choked at the sight of her, but It wasn't her flgure that attracted his attention. 
Long dark hair and black eyes were set In a face that, In twenty years, would be the Image of her 
mother's. He had found the KInhedra of Salusan. 


Chaksoon chuckled, watching the Corelllan's reactions. "A beauty, Isn't she? |, um, acquired 
her a few months ago. We had some problems at first, but now she knows her place. A damned fine 


secretary, with a good deal of...extracurricular sklills, If you catch my meaning." 


Han smiled conspiratortally. "tf her looks ere any Indicatton, Mr. Chaksoon, | can tmag!ne she 
must be quite a prize." 


The pirate laughed. "Very Intultive, Captain. She Is, she Is. Arella, | would I!ke you to meet 
Captain Solo and his first mate Chewbacca. They are seeking employment with our organtsation." 


Arella Inclined her head graciously. "An honour to make your acqualntance, Captain." Her volce 
was beautiful -- low, throaty, and elegant. 


Han studied her eyes. They were proud and blazing, not the eyes of a servant. She's wearing her 


captivity well, he noted mentally. Then aloud, to the plrate, he sald, "Well, Mr. Chaksoon, If 


our reputation has Indeed preceded us, you know what we have to offer. The MILLENNIUM FALCON Is 
the fastest ship you'll find anywhere. I've run everything from mineral water to weapons. | 
daw the line at anything the Impertals would kill me for -- slaves belng the highest thing on 
the list. My flat fee Is one hundred thousand credits per run, or half of any profit off the 
cargoe Sound reasonable?" 


The other man looked thoughtful. "A one hundred thousand flat fee Is quite excessive, espectal ly 


since | have no way of confirming that Is your actual standard rate. You could simply be taking 
advantage of the fact that | am a wealthy and Indulgent employer." 
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Indulgent, hah! Chaksoon brooked no mistakes In anyone he employed. Job security when working 


for the Belas pirate was abysmal. "I'm sure a man with your resources can check with former em- 
ployers." 


"Trust me, | Intend to do just that. Arella, my dear, please escort Captain Solo and his Wooklee 
friend to the sulte of rooms In the east wing." He took the princess's hand In hls own and 


looked at Solo. "Do you fancy her, Captain?" 


Han's heart leapt In hfs chest. "As | sald, sir, she Is exquisite." He tried to sound as love- 
struck as poss!ble. 


Smiling ITke a shark, Chaksoon gazed at Arella. "Dariing, once Captatn Solo ts settled, serve 
him tn whatever way he requires to make himself comfortable." 


She nodded demurely. "Follow me, gentlemen." She led the Corellian and the Wooklee down several 
corridors to a handsome sulte of rooms. 


As he stood In the doorway of his assIgned bedroom, Han was torn. [f could stay here and work for 


Chaksooneee Chewle and | could be secure for the rest of our IIves, dolng what we do best... 


The prospect was palnfully tempting. 


Just as quickly, though, he abandoned the Idea. Too damned honourable, that's my problem... For 
all his talk about looking out for Number One, Han Solo for the most part still Itved by the 
military code of honour drummed Into him In a former Itfe. Part of that code prevented him from 
ever abandoning a damsel [In distress. 


He glanced at Chewbacca. "Shut the door, and sweep the room." The Wooklee nodded once, and 
growled his approval. Arella looked confused, but her confuston changed to surprise and shock 
when Han grabbed her by the wrist, pulled her Into the centre of the room, and jerked her Into an 
embracee Desp!te her struggles and protests, he planted a passionate kiss on her IIps. 


The princess struggled briefly, then realltzed he would not relent. Almost against her will, she 
began to relax and respond to the kiss. When her relaxation finally began to melt Into en joy- 


ment, they were Interrupted by Chewle's growls. 


Han pulled away from her, leaving her more than a little flustered. “You jam It?" The Wooklee 
nodded. 


Arella began to show definite signs of an Imminent explosion of temper. “Would you two Idlots 
mind letting me tn on what you're doing?" 


Han turned to face her. "We were hired by your mother to rescue you." 


instead of the overwhelming rellef and gratitude he expected, the princess's face contorted with 
confusion and annoyance. “Excuse me? DId you say my mother sent you?" 


Solo nodded. “Now, we need your help getting out of here. Since Chaksoon seems to give you some 
freedom of movement, I'm hoping you've got some Ideas on how to get around the guards... Walt a 


minute! Why are you shaking your head?" 


"| 'm not going with you." Her simple statement rocked his world. 
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"You're joking, right? You've been kidnapped. I'm here to rescue you!" 


Princess Arella drew herself up proudly. “If | had wanted to be rescued, Captaln, ! assure you | 
would have managed It myself, without waiting for my feather-bralned mother." 


Han was reelinge He glanced at Chewle. “No matter how sImple things look, there's always a 
catch, Isn't there, partner?" The Wookiee growled his assent. 


A few more yIips and rumbles caused Han to nod, too. “You're right. Look, Princess, I've got two 
hundred thousand credits still rlding on getting you back to Salusan. | don't give a damn 
whether you want to be rescued or not. We're taking youe" As he spoke, Chewle moved Into 
position behfnd the princess. 


Arella smiled evilly. "That's what you think, Captain. 1! have spent sIx months on thls planet, 
gaining Chaksoon's absolute confidence. All | have to do Is scream, and his guards will be right 
heree <A little story about you trying to betray him, and you and your Wooklee partner wiil dle 
In a most palnful manner." 


Chewbacca's arm reached around, preparing to grab the woman. She whirled with emazing speed, 
putting a comfortable distance between herself and the Wooklee. Han whipped out his blaster. He 
didn't know why yet, but he definitely knew this rescue was golng to be a lot more difficult than 
he'd originally thought. 


Arella’s eyes fell on his weapon. “Lasers, Captain? | can play that game, too!" Stooping ab- 
ruptly, she whipped a small stun gun from her boot. 


Solo nearly dropped his own gun [tn surprise. "Now, walt a minute! Just what the hell Is gotng 
on here?" 


The princess stralghtened. "Why, Captain Solo, I'm surprised you haven't put It all together 
yet. Major Arella Crindelon, Imperial Intelligence, at your service." 


"You're a spy?" It was all he could do not to scream. Chewbacca growled. 


Arelia laughed. “Oh, Captain, If only you could see your face! Yes, | ama spye Intelligence 
sent me to get enough on Vega Chaksoon to persuade him to jotIn our cause." 


“What about your mother? What about the successton? What about that cause?" 


She snorted derisively. "Don't tell me my mother gave you that God-awful speech about securing 
the successlon?" 


Her face had grown ugly, and Han realized what her plan must be. He suddenly regretted ever 
belng attracted to her. Chewbacca yipped a query. Never taking his eyes from the woman, the 
Corelitan answered his partner. “if Marissa loses her throne, the Empire moves tn, and I'm 
willing to bet they appoint I!ttle Arella here as planetary governor." 


An evil smile curled the princess's Ifps. "Very good, Captatn. Very Intelligent. Now, all | 
have to do is figure out what to do with you and your partner." 


Shoot her! Every fibre of Han's belng screamed that message. Shoot her! She was an Imper tal 
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agent. Killing her might be the only chance he and Chewle had of getting out of Chaksoon's 
stronghold allvee Shoot her! 


Somehow, though, he couldn't make himself do [te She looked too much IIke her mother. Remem- 
bering Martssa's gentility and grace, he simply couldn't shoot her daughter. It was obvious, 
though, that short of violence, there was no way they would get Arella back to Salusan.e And even 
If they managed It, there was no guarantee she wouldn't harm Marissa once she was back home. 


"I'll tell you what. If | help you get back to your ship and off-world, will you promise to 
leave me here and not disrupt my work?" 


The Corellilan was skeptical. “How do I know you won't betray us? 1! don't make a habit of 
trusting your kind." 


"It's real sImple, Captaine You can't. If you don't trust me, however, | will scream for 
Chaksoon's guards, and you and your partner will die." 


Solo lowered his gun, and gestured for Chewbacca to relax. "You've got a point. Okay, what do 
you have In mind?" 


"Simple. You and your friend pretend you're settling In. Get some sleep, evens Chaksoon plans 
to glve you the night, whtle he checks on youe And tonight, when the estate Is quiet, 1! will 
come and get you. | know @ safe way off the grounds, and | will get you safely to your ship. 
You have my word.® 


"t'll trust you only because | have to. Don't expect me to go any further." 

"As you wish." With that, she returned her own gun to Its boot holster, smiled once more, and 
left the room. In the doorway, she paused, smiling seductively. "See you tonight, Captain." 
Laughing, she disappeared. 


+e het 


They didn’t walt for her. They both reallzed try!tng to escape unalded Increased the danger, but 
Han's first rule of survival sald trusting authority figures of any sort was a sure ticket to 
prtsone 


It wasn’t easy, by any means. They had thelr weapons close at hand, In the event Han wasn't able 
to bluff their way past the guards. But luck was with theme The Core!ltan deflected any 
questions by saying they had left a gift for thelr host aboard the FALCON. 


The front door was In sight when a voice came out of the shadows. “Where do you think you're 
gotng, Captatn?® 


Han whirled at the sound, whipping out his blaster. He saw nothing. 


Chaksoon's laughter seemed to echo from all polnts of the foyer. "Captatn Solo, you are far too 
reckiess at times. Remember what I told you before. It's the gunman you can't see who'll kil! 
you." 


Han believed him, and lowered his gun. "Now," the pirate sald, "suppose you tell me about this 
gift you have for me." 
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Taking a deep breath, the Corellian decided to gamble on the truth. "! was hired by the Queen of 
Salusan to rescue Arella." 


There was silence for a moment, and Han tensed, walting for the laser blast that would end his 
llfee Finally, Chaksoon's volce came to them, more thoughtful than Solo had ever heard I+ 
before. "I should kill you for even thinking about abusing my hospI!tallty that waye But ! am 
Intrigued. You are obviously cutting out without the princess. Why?" 


"That's my gIft to yous Princess Arella of Salusan Is an Impertal spy. She Intends to destroy 
you." 


"Really? {| had suspected as much. | suppose you heard this from Arella herself?" 
He nodded. "She was ready to kI!! me, rather than leave with me." 

"How much Is the Queen paying you for this?" 

Han shifted uncomfortably. "Five hundred thousand." 


“The sum | demanded from her. Well, things certainly aren't going the way elther of us planned, 
ere they?" 


The Corelltan was ready to bolt. “What now?* 


"Now? | suppose |! let you go-"” The pirate stepped Into view, cradling a massive laser rifle. 
"Technically, you haven't violated my hospitality. You've even done me a good turn, by exposing 
the spy In my own camp. Captain Solo, 1! salute you, and deliver you to the Salusans for thelr 
Justice." He gestured with his gun. "Get out of here." 


Han Solo didn't walt for the request to be repeated. Holstering his blaster, he fled, with 
Chewbacca hard on his heels. 


“he Ht 


Several days later, the Corelllan smuggler sat In Marissa's study, repeating the entire story to 
an anguished Queene Her grief was obvious In the tight set of her IIps, and the way she twisted 
a st!tk handkerchief fn her slender, well-manicured hands. She shed no tears, but Han knew It was 
only a matter of time. 


"And so, that's ite | might have been able to overpower her and bring her back by force, but 
first of all, [I don't mess with Impertal officers, and second... Well, | don't think you'd want 
her back here. She'd stab you In the back first chance she got." 


Marissa swallowed hard. "I understand. You must forgive my weakness, Captain, but It fs hard 
for a mother to accept the truth ebout her offspring. Arella had no Idea of Chaksoon's ransom 
demand?" 


He shrugged. "Nobody sald anything specific. But I'm fairly certain the Impertals staged her 


kidnapping; she virtually admitted as much. They Intended to overthrow youe I'd say Chaksoon's 
demand was made on his own, an attempt to get as much as he could out of the situation." 
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"Will he harm her?" After all she'd heard, she stI!l loved her daughter. 


"Your majesty, do you really want to know that?" How can | tel! her | bought our freedom with 
Aretia's Ilfe...? 


The Queen shook her head- "No, ! suppose It's better If | don't. Well, Captain, If nothing 
else, | do appreciate your efforts." 


Han stood. "Under the circumstances, | can understand If you keep the two hundred thousand. 
Well, your majesty, It's certalnly been a pleasure working for youe Look us up some time If you 
ever need anything else taken care of." 


"Captain, there's no need for you to rush off, Is there? i would be remiss In my hospitality If 
| did not at least offer you some dinner before you go. WII! you stay for a meal?" 


Something In her volce made him wary, despite Chewbacca's eager rumblings at the mention of 
dinner. No matter how much he was beginning to Itke the woman, he knew he couldn't trust her. 
Smiling his most dazzling smile, he shook his head. “I'm sorry, your majesty, but we have a rule 
about not wearing out our welcome." 


Queen Marissa didn't question his decision, a fact which relleved him greatly. Instead, she 
stood as he started to leave. "You could hardly wear out your welcome here, Captain, but | 
understand your haste to go. At least, let us dink a toast to your continued good health before 
you do." 


While they talked, a page had brought a flagon of wine and three silver goblets. Han relented. 
"All right, | suppose one last drink can't hurt." 


He and Chewbacca resumed thelr seats. The Wooklee rumbled something about thelr needing food 
more than I;quor, and Han shushed him. "You know, your majesty, It's quite enjoyable working for 
someone who won't cut my throat for not completing the job." 


She laughed IIghtly.- "I am hardly a savage, Captain. Besides, working with you, however brlief- 
ly, has been a pleasure for me as well. JI find your company quite...enjoyable." She ralsed her 
cupe "To... relationships." 


Nodding, the Corellian ralsed hIis goblet to acknowledge the toast. Then he drained the cup In 
one swallow and set It down agalne “Quite good. Is It native to Salusan?" 


Marissa nodded, a slow, secretive smile curving her IIps. “We have several acres of land outside 
the capital, Ideally suited to the cultivation of grapes for the wine." She set her sttil- 
brimming cup down on the table. “If you IIke, I can let you have a few bottles when you leave." 


Han started to answer, when a dizzying rush of warmth overwhelmed him. If he had been standing, 
It would have staggered hime He could feel, rather than hear, Chewle's growl of alarm from 
behind hime Wild-eyed, he looked down at Marissa's cup, only then realizing she hadn't drunk 
from It. 


He glanced up at her. She had risen and moved away from the table. "Yes, Captain." Her voice 
was low, tinged with what sounded IIke regret. 


PanickIng, he felt In the dregs for the g itty residue that heralded the presence of dugged 
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wine. Through the spreading numbness [In his hands, he found what he was searching for. "You 
treacherous bitch...!" he gasped, as a wave of nausea swept over him. He lurched to hls feet, 
dropping the cup on the carpet. "I trusted you!" The world spun crazily. 


The tast thing he remembered before his unlverse went entirely dark was an unsteady Chewbacca 
leaping for Marissa's throat. Withdrawing a small stunner from the folds of her gown, the Queen 
tired once. With an outraged bellow, the Wooklee dropped bonelessly to the carpet. 
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Hours later, Han awoke In a luxurftous canopled bed. As he yawned and stretched sleep-stIffened 
muscles, he glanced around at his surroundings. The elegant bedroom contatned every comfort 
Imaginablee A partially opened door hinted at an equally well-equipped bathroom. "Sure doesn't 
look Iftke a prison," he murmured. 


As he sat up, he tried to puzzle out precisely what was golng one None of It made sense. His 
last cleam memory was of the Queen of Salusan shooting Chewbacca with a stunner. What does she 


want with us? And what has she done with Chewle? 


“Stop looking like that. Things aren't as confusing as you obviously think they are." Turning 
at the sound of the volce, he saw a vlewscreen on the wall to hts left. On the screen was an 
image of Marissa. 


At the slight of the Queen, memory of his betrayal came back In force. Outraged, he leapt from 
the bed, Intending to give his "hostess" a plece of his mind concerning her Ideas of hospitality. 
He had Just taken a deep breath, however, when It occurred to him that he was facing a beaut! ful 
woman with the glory of his manhood on full display. Marissa covered her mouth with one hand, 
attempting to suppress her glggles, as a flustered Han searched for a robe. 


As he finally found It and covered himself, the Queen regained her composuree "To answer your 
most obvious question, Captain, Chewbacca Is fine. He Is In the bedroom next to yours. If you 
press the button alongside your bed, a page will return your clothes and give you whatever 
assistance you require In bathing and dressing. Once you and your companion have eaten, you will 
be given the balance of your payment and escorted to your shIp, whereupon you will! be required to 
leave our planet at oncee Mark me well on this, Captain Solo.e Should you not leave Salusan at 
that point, | will have you arrested and thrown Into a dungeon far worse than this." 


Before he could recover enough to respond, she had ended the communication, leaving the view- 
screen darke Han was thoroughly confounded. “Walt! " he cried at last. "I don't understand...!" 
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Martssa was annoyed to find she was shaking as she turned away from the darkened viewer. Ending 
things with the Captain as she had ran counter to every moral code she knew. Ah, well, It Is 


better this way. My crown fs secure, and he'll never know what he has done... 


A movement to her left brought her back to herself. Lysand*a, her chief handmatden, stared at 
her with an expression equally as Incredulous as Han Solo's had been when she told him about the 
moneye The Queen didn't know whether to laugh or cry at the memory, so she wisely did nelther. 
“What Is It, Lysandra?" 


"Forgive me, majesty, but | cannot belleve what | Just heard! That man's fallure will cost you 
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your crown, and not only do you set him free, but you reward him for his mistake!" 


"Mistake? | wouldn't exactly call It that." Golng to an armchair, she sank down Into the soft 
cushions, Indicating that Lysandra should take the stool at her feet. 


The girl did soe When she was settled, Marissa laughed. "One thing you must always realize, 
Lysandra, ts that In every situation -- every deal -- there Is always a catch. It may seem as 
though ! am rewarding Captain Solo for fallure. But In fact, | am giving him the rest of his 
payment because, last night, he fulfl!led the letter of our agreement." 


"| don't understand," the girl complained. "What about the succession? You need an heir, 
ma jesty!" 


A slow, secretive smile spread across the Queen's IIps. “If you will be so kind as to fetch the 
Royal Physiclan, you silly girl, he can lay your fears on that score to rest." She rested one 
hand on her abdomen. "Trust me, Lysandtae The succession Is quite secure." 


CEZEESSLY 


*"Persuaslon® 


(By Le Ae Carr) 


Me, go rescue a princess with you? 
That's one thing | will never do! 

! brought you this far, 

Faked some deal In a bar -- 

And If I don't get pald, | will sue! 


She's beautiful? Hah! What's the hitch? 
What'd ya say? You're sayin’ she's rich? 
[| can Imagine a lot, 

Long's the money's not hot, 

And can make my own IIttle niche. 


How the hell do we get In there? 

| don't go to jall -- for even a dare! 
Wear a plastic sult, 

And them too-tIght boots? 

Somehow, this all don’t seem fair! 


But, you put the cuffs on the Wook! 

Pinch him; you'l! get a right hook! 

You ready to go? 

You take high; I'l! take low. 

If we get outta this, I'm writin’ a book! 
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The Devil sald to Superman, "Of course, you don't remember our agreement. | 
wanted you to enjoy your powers while you had them. Bestdes," he smiled 
demonically, "I didn't want you to figure a way out of this." 


“But that's Impossible!" the caped hero protested. "i'm the Man of Steel, 
last survivor of the planet Krypton!" 


"No, you're not," Satan countered, holding out the blood=-sIigned contract. 


"Not any more." The demonic smile returned. "You're really Morrts 
Fishbeck, an accountant from Hoboken..." 


Writer's Block® 


(By Rodney Ruff) 


An accountant from Hoboken! Walter Stock stared In disbellef at the words on the half-finished 


page In his typewriter. He'd been having trouble with his writing lately -- but now It had 
reached the point where he was trying to create a story from one of Isaac Asimov's famous "freely 
given" plotse How could | have sunk so low...? 


Writer's block, the enemy of all writers. I've got It, and got It bad... 


He hadn't had a decent story Idea In three months, not since The Green Flelds of Eternity, his 
latest -- and possibly fast -- novel. It hadn't sold well, elther, certainly not as well as 
earlier works such as Bollde and The Vel! of Tears, or the anthology Pleces Out of Time, halled 
as the greatest short-story collection since |, Robot. However, since Walter himself had done 
the halfling, the contention could be called Into doubt. 


Now, I'm lucky If 1 can write a coherent story, let alone a good one... His latest effort, 


Ezeklel's Wheel, had bounced from publ Isher to publisher |ltke a basketball -- and scored about as 


well as he did playing the game with the wadded-up openings of his last five abortive writing 


efforts. 


Angily, he -tore the latest page of Story Number SIx from his typewrlter and sent It flying to 
Join Its predecessors around the base of an overflowlIng wastebasket. He rammed a fresh plece of 
paper Into the typewriter carrlage; It went In crookedly. He yanked It out, then remmed It In 
again, and began to type. 


it was a dark and stormy night. Suddenly, a laser flashed... 


"Arggh!" he screamed. "Now, I'm stealing stormy openings from Snoopy!" How much worse were 
things gotng to get? The next thing he knew, he'd base a story on the Ingredients of Cap'n 
Crunch cereal. At least, It wouldn't get soggy In milke-» "If 1! could Just write another 
saleable story!" he pleaded to the Great Unknown. Like Asimov, he didn't belleve In God -- or 
that Madonna could sing, for that matter. 


* 61 * 


But It was no usee The Great Unknown turned a deaf ear, and Walter rematned without any Ideas 
for storles -- short, long, or anywhere In between. A writer's Ideas are his IIfe's blood, and 
as a sctence fiction w iter, Walter was feellng terribly anaemic, with no hope of a transfuston. 
He tried, and tried, and tried yet again, but nothing worthwhile -- and now, nothing at all -- 
came out. 


Again, he tore the paper from his typewriter, and sent It the way of his previous efforts. He 
grabbed stIll another sheet, but Instead of putting It Into hIs machine, wadded It up and exe- 
cuted an Imperfect hook shot. "Oh, It's no use!" he cried. "I'll never come up with another 
decent Idea!" 


Just then, he heard a strange, alternately groaning and wheezing nolse; It sounded IIke his 
dishwasher was acting up again. At first, he cursed himself for leaving It run so long; then he 
realized he'd never turned [ft on In the first place. A writer's first priority was to attend to 
hts writing, and Walter's home showed where his priorities lay. Besides, the noise came from the 
dintng room -- and unless the dishwasher had grown legs, It was still In the kitchen. 


Curtous, he got up from his desk, glad to no longer have to face -- at least for a little while 
-- that Instrument of torture bearing the name of Remington. He left his study and hurried to 
the dining room, arriving In time to see a large blue..-box best described it...materlalize fn 
the centre of the room As It solldified, he saw a flashing I!Ight on Its top, and the words 
"POLICE CALL BOX" emblazoned across the side facing him. 


Then the door -- It had a door == opened, and a tall man stepped out. “Why, hello, Walter, old 
chap- How good to see you again! How's your latest book coming?" 


"How good to see me again?" Walter repeated In surprise. "I've never seen you before In my 
life." It he had, he'd certainly have remembered, considering his visitor's appearance. The 
man's method of arrival was strange enough, but the way he was dressed was even stranger. At 
first glance, he reminded the frustrated writer of Harpo Marx ~- except that he was tall; his 
halr was derk brown; his overcoat was reddish-brown; and In place of a horn, he had a multI- 
coloured banded scarf that appeared to be at least twenty-seven feet long! 

"Never seen me before?" the stranger sald. “But you have, Walter. Don't you remember me?" 

"No, as a matter of fact, ! don't." 

"I'm the Doctor." 

"Who?" 

"That's right." 

"What's right?" 

"No, no, that's wrong.e Who." 

"| don't know who." 


"Yes, you do..." 


“Cut {tt out!" Walter retorted. "If I'd wanted Abbott and Costello, I'd have rented a video~ 
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cassette! Now, who are you?" 


"Yes," the Doctor replied, “now you've got It. I Just thought I'd stop In and congratulate you 
on your awards." 


“What awards?" None of Walter's books, even the ones that had sold well, had ever won so much as 
a free lunch from Robert Helnletn. 


"Why, the ones for your latest book, of course. For AlchemIst's World. I+ won both the Hugo and 
the Nebula..." 


"For your Information," Walter Interrupted huffily, “my last book was The Green Flelds of 


Eternity. I've never written anythIng called Alchemlst's World." 
"You haven't?" the curly-halred man asked In surprise. "But tt's your biggest seller..." He 
frowned, then an expression of horror swept across his face. "Oh, my! J! must have gotten my 


time lines crossed again! I've come to visit you before we ever met! Never could get that 
bloody TARDIS to go when | want It to..." 


Suddenly, Walter understood -- and didn't understand. HIs visitor was a time traveller, and the 
TARDIS -- presumably that big blue box -- was hls time machine. What a time traveller and hls 
time machtne were doling In his dining room was another matter entirely, but he didn't want to 
offend his guest by questioning him about It. Instead, he asked, "Is that serlous, getting your 
time !ines crossed, | mean?" 


"Oh, yes, terribly serious. {t's the worst thing a Time Lord can doe I'Il be the eternal shame 
of Gallifrey for this." 


"So what's goIng to happen? Is the universe gotng to blow up, om something?" He'd never written 
a time travel story. 


"Oh, | wouldn't worry about It," the Doctor replied. "It's a small thing, really..." 
“But you Just sald..." 

"Never go by what | say." 

Walter was confused, and apparently, so was the Doctor. "Well, If you're a doctore.." 
"I am the Doctor." 


"Then maybe you can help me get over this terrible case of writer's block I've got. You being a 
doctor and all, maybe you can..." 


“I'm afraid I'm not really that kind of doctor," the self-styled Time Lord told him. "You say 
you have writer's block?" 


He nodded miserably. "i haven't been able to come up with a good Idea for a sclence fiction 
story In three months." 


"Oh, It's an Idea you want. That's all right, then. I've got lots of Ideas." Walter's eyes 
brightened. "The trouble Is, most of them don't work..." Walter's eyes dimmed. 
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The Doctor began to rummage through the pockets of his coat, and pulled out what looked IIke a 
tire pressure gaugee “Well, that's not It. Now, where Is that diary of mine?" Then he removed 
a photograph -- “Ah, Sarah Jane!" -- a flashlight, a chicken sandwich, a circult board, a roll of 
paper towels, a hand-held tire pump, and finally, a bag of candy- But no diary. “Here, have a 
Jelly baby," he sald, offering Walter a red candy. 


"Uh, no, thanks." There was IInt on the candy -- or what looked IIke lint. Maybe the Doctor 
collected that, too; he seemed to have everything else. 


"Perhaps we should look..." 


The Time Lord was Interrupted by a sound from outside the housee Both men rushed to the window, 
looked out, and saw a large, onlon-shaped ob Ject ringed with rows of red lights touch down In the 
back yarde A gangplank lowered; a number of tiny, brownlsh creatures spilled out and began 
examining the flowers, plants, and grass In the yard. As the men watched the furlous activity, a 
dog -- a big one, by the sound of It == began barking. Seemingly frightened, their Investigation 
Interrupted, the allen belngs scurrled back to their ship for a hurried blast-off. 


As astonishing as the spaceshIp's arrival and departure were, the ensulIng knock on the back door 
was even more so. Walter went to the door, opened It, looked out, and saw nothing. But as soon 
as he closed It, he heard another knock. This time, he had the presence of mind to look down, 
and he saw a small, wrinkled, brown-skInned creature standing In front of hime As soon as It saw 
him, It stretched Its neck upward, IIfting Its flat head almost to the human's helght, and looked 
at him with soulful blue eyes. "Ellfott?" It querled fn a croaktIng voice. 


"No, I'm not El lfott.* 


"Not Elliott?" The creature's head retracted. "Long Journey. Wanted to see friend. EI!lott 
not here?" 


"Elllott not here." Whoever Ellfott was. Walter had bought the house flve years ago from a 
divorcee with three children, two boys and a girl. He didn't recall the children's names. The 
mother was a looker, though. 


"Disappointed." 


"| suppose you are," the writer sympathized. "You must have come a long way. Twenty-five 


trillion miles, at least, although why someone from another star system would come all this way 
SS TTS 2 ES EE SSE TE I EP I I I EI 
just to see someone named EI llott... 


“Long journey," the extra-terrestrial belng relterated. “Not see Ellfott. Ship gone. Phone 
home." 


"Phone home?" 
“Phone home." 
The man thought about taking the I!ttle allen to his telephone, then realized long distance 
probably didn't go to wherever the creature came trom - at least, not since the break-up of 


AT&T. Still, ! can't Just send It away without doing something... He Invited It Into the 
house. 
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As he did, the Doctor emerged from the dining room. "Hello, what's this?" he sald, squatting 
down and extending his right hand to the creature. "How are you, IIttle fellow?" 


"You not Elllott." 
"No, !'m the Doctor.* 


tho?" 


"Please, let's not get Into that agaln," Walter Interrupted. “Doctor, this...E.T., whatever It 
ts, sald something about ‘phoning home’ somewhere." 


"Phone home," E.Te sald In his raspy voice. "Phone home. Phone home." 


“Why, he wants to contact hIs people!" the TIme Lord exclaimed. "Come on, thene™ He took the 
allen by the hand and led It Into Walter's IIvIng room, with the writer lamely following behind. 


"Phone home! Phone home!" E.T. took a long look at the large blue box In the centre of the 
roome "Phone booth?" 


"No, that's a TARDIS," the Time Lord told him. 
“TAR. «eDIS?" 


"I+ stands for Time And Relative Dimenstons In Space. Not only can {t help you contact your 
people, but | can take you to them." 


"In TARDIS?" 


"In TARDIS. Shall we go?" He opened the door and ushered the IIttle alien Inside. "You, too, 
Walter. This might glve you an Idea or two for a story." 


Walter expected claustrophobla.- The TARDIS looked Just berely bIg enough to hold the Doctor 


himself. Maybe that hairless version of the Gtnch can fit In there, too, but | certainly 


CAN'Teee 

When he stepped Inside, he found himself In a room as blg as his dining room -- bigger, In fact. 
In dIisbellef, he walked around the Inside, along the circular-paneled wall. "Why, the Inside of 
this thing Is blgger than the outside!" 


"That's what everybody always says the first time they come Inside," the Doctor told him. "Of 
course, that's because It's dimenslonally transcendent." 


“What does that mean?" 
"That the Inside Is bigger than the outside." 
"Oho | should have expected Ite. 


"Now," sald the Time Lord, turning his attention to E.T., "all | have to do Is flip this, and..." 
He pushed a lever on the TARDIS control panel, but Instead of the groaning and wheeztng sound 
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both he and Walter expected, sparks danced across the panel, and smoke erupted from Its top. 
"Oh, dear! I knew | should have taken it In for a fifty thousand parsec tune~up!" 


"Now what?" Walter asked. 


"Have sonic screwdriver, will travel," the Doctor answered as he withdrew the tire gauge device 
from his pocket. Turning to the console, he used the device to remove a panel. More smoke 
poured out. "Well, maybe not for a while yet." 


He reached Inside the consolee "Ouch!" he exclaimed, withdrawing two burnt fingers and putting 
them [In hls mouthe Seelfng this, the {{ttle allen extended a glowing digit toward him. “No, 
thanks, | already have a flashI!ght." 


“Not light. Cure." The extra-terresirial briefly placed his fingertip against the wound. 


The Doctor looked at his hand, and saw the burn disappear In a tiny flash of IIght. "Ah, that's 
better." He reached back Into his pocket. "Here, have a jelly baby." Then he stared at the 
creature's finger. "Walt a minute! If you can heal my hand, maybe you can cure Walter's 
writer's block!" 


The allen pointed his glowIng digit at Walter. "Cure?" 


"No, | don't think so," the writer sald. "It's a bit more complicated than healing a flesh 
wound." 


"Well, you can try ft," the Doctor snapped. 


Walter took that as a hint the Time Lord wanted to be left alone to repair his control panel, so 
he took E.T- outside the TARDIS and Into his study. He sat down tn front of the typewriter, put 
a fresh sheet of paper Into It, sald, "Typewriter," and pressed a key. 


"Typewriter," the allen repeated, also pressing a keye As he did so, however, he also sang a 
perfect G above middle-C -- as I+ might be produced by bagpipes. Amused by his own singing, he 
pressed another key and sang another note, this time an F as It might be produced by arliding 
lawn mower. 


The allen continued to press keys and sing notes, producing a song native to his own world that 
threatened to drive Walter up the wall. Since the creature was hfs guest, he couldn't very wel! 
yank It away from the typewriter; that would be a breach of Interplanetary relations. And he 
wasn't about to bother the Doctor; that would mean having both of them around that much longer. 


His options limited, he went to his bedroom to Ile down and rest. Maybe | can come up with a 
story Idea while I'm resting. If not, ! can always send In the E.T.'s composition and sell Ite 


it'll probably be more popular than anything I've written latelyee. 
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When he entered the bedroom, however, he stopped abruptly, and broke [Into a cold sweat. A 
beaut! ful woman sat on the edge of his bed, wearing a blue denim Jumpsult with the sleeves rolled 
up to her elbows. The front zipper was unzipped to a point somewhere between Indecency and 
lascilvlousness. She had golden-brown hair, short and tousled; a tanned complexlon; sl iver-blue 
eyes; sensuous Iipsee. And what was under the Jumpsult appeared to be as good, If not better. 
"HI," she sald In a sensuous voice. 
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Considering his usual luck with women, Walter would have been surprised even If he didn't already 
have a time traveller and a funny-looking I!ttle allen as guests. "Who ere you?" he asked, too 
strait-laced for the notion that, when a woman Ike her was sitting on his bed, the last thing he 
should worry about was her name. 


"I'm Friday," she answered. “Also Mar jorle Baldwin, Marjorie Friday, Hannah Jensen, or whatever 
else you want to call me, dariinge" She patted the bed, hinting he should JjoIn her. "But | 
prefer Friday." 

He didn't take the hint. “What are you doing on my bed?" 

"What are you doIng off It?" she shot back. 


Emberrassed, he stammered an Incoherent reply. 


"| love It when you talk dirty," she sald. "The Boss sent me over here because you're supposed 
to have some Information for him." 


"Information? Boss? I! haven't the fogglest notion what you're talking about." And since when 
does Bruce Springsteen want Information from meeece? 


"You don't? You are Wilbur Stack, aren't you?" 

"No, t'm Walter Stock." 

"Oh, damn! I'm at the wrong house!" Then she looked Walter over. "But I'm willing to make the 
best of It, [ff you are." She looked him over again. "You don't have anything against AP's, do 
you?" 

HAPIts?" 


"Artifictal personse Like me." 


"You're an android?" He knew about the latest advances In robotics, but never expected anything 
Itke this. ; 


"No, | am not an androld," Friday sniffed. "I'm flesh and blood, just iike youe Well, not just 
Ilke youe | was genetically engineered. My mother was a test tube, and my father was a knife. 


An artificial person." 


“Not to me," Walter sald without thinking ebout [t. "You're as real as | am —- Iti am, that 
Ise" He suddenly had his doubts about It. 


"| tke the way you think," she sald, pulling him down besIde her, then quickly kissing him. 
"Mmm, | fove your musk." 


"“{'m not wearing any." 
"| never satd you were. I'm talking about your natural musk. You see, | have enhanced senses -- 


smell, hearing, night vistone Also Increased strength and endurance. ! could prove [t, If you 
like.* She nodded toward the pIllows. 
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Walter's musk output Increased dramatically. "Actually, I came In here to rest..cealonee..™ 
"Alone?" she pouted. "That's no fun." 
"NeIlther Its writer's block." 


"Oh, you're a writer! 1 love getting my hands on a good book == poetry, astrophysics, mathe- 
matics, musical theatre, political sclence, you name It. I also love getting my hands on a good 
weiter." To prove It, she gave him a quick squeeze -- and some minor brulsese “What do you 
write?" 


"Science fiction. But I've run out of Ideas." 


"Oh, | have lots of Ideas," she offered. “Maybe you can use somee [| could tel! you about the 
time the Crown Prince of Quadris telekinetically... No, no, maybe you'd rather hear about this 
boy ralsed by wolves, and how we used to..." 


Her Ideas didn't seem to have anything to do with science fiction. Walter squirmed out of her 
grasp and got up to leave the room. "Well, If you change your minde.." A smile of anticipation 
crossed her lips. 


He heard the sounds of a zipper unzipping and bedsheets rustling as he closed the door behind 
hime 
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Exasperated, Walter stretched out on the living room couch, one of the few places he could go 
without Interrupting somebody or being Interrupted himself. He couldn't write -=- even If he had 
anything to write -- because E.T. was playing with his typewriter; he couldn't use the dining 
room because the Doctor was fixing his TARDIS; and he couldn't Ife down In his own bed without 
Friday making mad, passtonate love to him. Ordinartly, he wouldn't have considered that a 
problem, butece 


He reached behind his head and picked up a book from the end table -- an anthology of Frederic 
Brown's short stories. Now, there's a way of coping with writer's block. Just write storles so 
short you run out of words before you run out of Idease. He opened the book to "All Good BEMs, " 
and was just about to start reading when he heard a knock at his front door. 


The newcomer was an unshaven man tn baggy brown pants, a scuffed bomber jacket, and a fedora. 
There was a colled bullwhIp hooked to his belt. "Are you Walter Stock, the writer?" 


"Yes, | ame" If this guy's taking a survey, he's certalnly dressed differently from anyone else 
i've ever seen before... Other than the Doctor, of course... 








"I'm Indiana Jones, professor of archaeology. You are a member of the Soclety for the Investi- 
gation of Long Lost Civillsations, aren't you?" 


"! ame" The Soclety was one of those groups Walter had Joined to get source matertal for some of 
his storles. He'd even been an Irregular contributor at one time, before acute writer's block 


had given him monetary constipation. "What's the problem? What can | do for you?" 


"The University's cut off my grant money. Do you know how hard It Is, tralpsing around the 
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world, fighting savage aborigines and rescuing damsels In distress, without any grant money?" 
"I'm sure It must be very difficult, Dr. Jones. So what do you want from me?" 
"Since you're a rich writer, | thought you could help me fund my next expedition." 


Walter thought the man had been In the Jungle too longe "I'm not that rich, Dr. Jones, and I'm 
not that much of a writer, elther, at least not right now. | haven't had a decent story Idea In 
months." 


"Well, maybe |! can help youe My adventures ought to be good for at least a story or two, and 
maybe even a couple of movies. Just stick me In a corner with a tape recorder, and | won't be 
any trouble." 


That sounded [ike the best offer Walter'd had In a long timee He let Jones Ine “May I take your 
hat?" 


"No, thankse It never take It off unless I'm lecturing." 


"Never?" This Jones Is an Interesting character, all right. ! absolutely must get the man's 
storye..! "I've got a tape recorder in the bedroom. I'll Just go and..." 


"Don't bother, I'll get It," Jones Interrupted. "That way, Isn't It?" He pointed toward the 
closed bedroom door. 


"Yes," Walter answered, before remembering the room was occupled. Jones, however, entered before 
he could tell him about Friday; any warning now would be too late. Oh, well, he says he's the 
adventurous type@ee. 


eee 


Walter stood outside the bedroom, walting Impatiently- He knew Jones wouldn't be right out once 
he met Friday, but he didn't like the thought of walting when there was the promise of a saleable 
story Itdea- He kept hoping the archaeologist would emerge soon, but all that came from the room 
were the sound of heavy breathing and a comment from Friday. "Doesn't your hat ever come off?" 


With a sigh, he decided to check on the Doctor. He was grumbling about having to deal with four 
visitors as he entered the dining room. 


"How's ft coming?" he asked the Time Lord. 

"Not well. At this rate, I'll be on my sixth regeneration before {i'm done." 

"Anything | can do to help?" 

"| doubt It. 1! don't think you'd understand the technology Involved." 

1 don't think you understand [t, elther, Walter wanted to say but merely thought. Instead, he 
went back Into the IIving room. He didn't feel like reading, and since Jones hadn't come out of 


the bedroom yet -- and Friday probably never would -- he turned on the television and settied 
down In his easy chalr to watch It. 
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A spot of white IIght appeared In the centre of the screen, and a child's volce announced, "We're 
he-ere!" A host of wralths burst from the set and flew around the room, frightening Walter out 
of his wits. Unable to scream, he wrapped his legs around the sides of his chalr and squeezed 
agalnst them as hard as he could. Maybe anchoring himself to one spot would keep him from being 
harmed by the spectral Invaders. 


it did no good, however. A strange supernatural force tore him from his chair and pulled him 
Inexorably toward the picture tube. He attempted to stop himself by flalling his arms and legs, 
but the force was too strong. The white I[fght on the screen expanded Into a gaping maw, a 
gateway Into a hell worse than any he'd ever Imagined. 


At the last second, his right hand struck the on/off switch, and turned the machine off. The 
wralths vanished, and the screen went blank again, closIng the portal to that strange nether- 
wor id. 


Unfortunately, while he was saved from the powers of darkness, Walter was not saved from the laws 
of physics.- Hts left forearm smashed Into the picture tube, shattering [It just before his head 
would have done so, and sending a massive electric shock through his body. 


His visitors all ran Into the room, led by a fully clothed Friday. With her genetically enhanced 
strength, she pulled him free of the wreckage, turned him over, and gave him mouth-to-mouth 
resuscitation -- which almost burst his ftungs -- while E.T. healed his cuts and brufses. "Wh... 
What happened?" he asked, groggl ly opening hIs eyes. 


"It seems you got a little too Involved In a program on the telly," the Doctor answered. 


Walter turned on his side and looked at the television set. “It's rulned!™ he erled. {+t would 
take a fortune to fIx It. 


"Actually, | think It's a major Improvement," the Time Lord told him. “Besides, | think | can 
salvage something from It to help me with the TARDIS." 


The writer managed a slight smile. If the destruction of his television set could speed the 
Doctor and the others on thelr way, he was glad. If It couldn't, well, he didn't want to think 
about It. 


As his visitors dispersed back to thelr varlous activities, Walter's front doorbell rang. More 





guests? With tremendous effort, he plodded to the door. Any thoughts of returning to his 


writing were long gone -- which was just as well, since the only kInd of writing he had In mind 
at the moment was the forging of a signature on one of Arthur C. Clarke's royalty checks. 


He opened the door and saw two strange figures. One was a tall, powerfully-bullt blond youth 
wearing pink tights. The other newcomer looked IIke a tiger -- a welrd green and orange tiger 
that made him scream In fright. 


The tiger screamed, too, and turned tall and ran. It would have gotten to the middle of the 
street If the young man hadn't called It back with a sharp, "Cringer!" 


The feline siunk back with Its tall between Its legs, then crouched at the youth's feet and 
looked up at him like a sorrowful puppy. "Cringer, how many times have | told you not to do that 
when you meet someone for the first time?" He turned to Walter. "You'l! have to excuse him. He 
tends to get nervous around strangers." 
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"| understand the feeling." All too well, In fact, although I'd be a lot happler If he'd kept 


right on golngeee “He's tame, then?" 


"Oh, yes," the young man replied, running one hand through hIs page-boy haircut, “although he can 
sometimes be a real battle-cat, so to speak." He looked down at his pet for a moment, and the 
two exchanged a know!ng wink. 


"And you would beee.?" 


"| am Adam, prince of Eternia, defender of the secrets of Castle Gayskull." Turning to his 
companion, he sald, "This ts Cringer, my ‘fearless’ friend." 


“Hello,” the green tiger sald weakly. 

"He talks?" 

"Of course, he talks," Adam replied. "That's quite normal on Eternia." 

"Eternia, huh? Is that anywhere near Yugoslavia?" 

"No, It's a planet at the very centre of the unlverse. We're here because of Skeletor." 
"Skeletor?" 

The prince of Eternia nodded. "We've been tracing strange thought patterns from Earth for the 
last few days, and we think Skeletor Is behind them. We Identitied them as belonging to an Earth 


sclence fiction wlter, so the Sorceress sent us here to track down thelr source." 


"I'm a science fiction writer," Walter told him, "or at least, ! was, untI! | stopped coming up 
with story Ideas." 


"So that's It! Skeletor has been stealing your Ideas to create a device that will enable him to 
break Into Castle Grayskul lf!" 


"Now, why didn't | think of that?" Even without writer's block, I'd never have come up with a 
Pad tcc Neth dd ad et th bt lL 


plot that stupid... 


"Er, Uheee™ 

"Walter." 

“Thankse Walter, could we come Inside to continue our conversation?" 

"Oh, why, um, of course," he stammered. "You do look a IIttle.eeconsplcuous standing there." A 
man [n a ballet costume with a green tiger at his side wasn't exactly commonplace, but If the 
neighbours hadn't noticed E.T.'’s spaceship, they probably wouldn't care one way or another about 


these two, elther. 


Walter led Adam and Cringer Into the IIvIng room. Right away, E-Te went to Adam, looked up Into 
hts face, and sald, “El lfott?" 
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"No, | am Adam, prince of Eternia, defender of the secrets ofe.." 
“| think he gets the Idea," Walter Interrupted. 
Then the little allen saw CrInger. He screamed, and levitated himself to the celling In panic. 


Cringer, true to his name, also screamed, and took quivering refuge behind the remains of the 
television set. 


Walter would have screamed and run himself, only there wasn't anyplace left for him to hide. 
"That's enough, both of you!" he snapped. "Nelther one of you Its golng to hurt the other, so cut 
It out!" 

Both the little wrinkled allen and the green tiger calmed down; E.T. landed, and Cringer once 
again took his place at Adam's side. The two eyed each other suspiciously for a time, then 
Gringer asked, "Are you any relation to Orko2?" 

tWho?* 

"Ah, did | hear someone call my name?" The Doctor stood In the doorway, soot smudges on his 
face. “Oh, | see you've brought more workers. Good, | can always use another set of hands 
Andee epawSe" 

"Well, | admit Cringer [Isn't always the best of compantons," Adam al lowed. 

"Adam!" the feline exclaimed Indignantly. 

"Oh, perish the thought. | used to travel with a robot dog, so a green tiger Is nothing new to 
mee" Then the Time Lord turned to Walter and asked, "Who Is this funny chap with the overgrown 


housecat, anyway?" 


"He's Prince Adam from the planet Eternia, and the overgrown housecat Is Cringer. And, by the 
way, the overgrown housecat talks." 


"Ah, you're from Eternia," the Doctor mused. “Eternia, a world that presents a unique combIna- 
tion of sclence and sorcery, where dragons co-exist with futuristic war machines..." 


"You've been there, then?" the prince asked. 
"No, can't say that | have." 


Walter sensed the Gall!ffreyan hadn't come Into the room just to meet hIs newest guests. "What 
can | do for you, Doctor?" 


"| need some more parts to fix the TARDIS." 


"Weren't there enough In my TV?" After all, It was supposed to have the best Japanese-made elec- 
tronics sold In America. 


“Well, yes," the Time Lord allowed, g-Inning somewhat sheepIshly. “But most of them didn't fit." 


"Ohe" That meant the Doctor and company would be around for a while longer. It also meant 
Walter would soon be suffering from a migraine headache. 
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"Perhaps you have something else with electronic components," the Galllfreyan suggested, “Ike a 
stereo, or a tape recorder..." 


"Well, uh, | do, butes." He still wanted to get one of the archaeolog!ist's adventures on tape. 


But right now, anything that gets these people -- and E.T. and Cringer! -- out of my house Is 


worth it, even the sacrifice of a good storys... "Oh, never mind» I've got one In the bec- 
FOOMe .." 


"Splendide I*II go and get It." He headed for the bedroom, then turned back and added, "You 
know, I've always been the curlous type." 


You can say that again, Walter thought caustically. Just walt "tt! you see what else Is In 


thereee.e 


e+ & eH 


The Time Lord casually entered the bedroom. "Ah, you must be Friday," he sald to the genetical ly 
engineered beauty In Walter's bed. 


"Yes, | am," she purred, sweeping one arm over the section of the bed In front of her. 

"Yes, Friday, taken from the Norse goddess Frigga, wife of Odin, goddess of love..." 

"| don't know much about Norse gods and goddesses," she replied, slowly sliding one leg across 
the other beneath the sheet. "But that part about ‘love’ sounds right to me. And who would you 
be?" 


*i'm the Doctor. 1 was told there was a tape recorder in here." 


"Oh, Indeed there is," Friday answered, “but | happen to be using It right now. By the way, you 
did say you were a doctor?" 


“Madam, | am the Doctor." 
"Then, would you care to examine me?" 


"You mean, as tn a medical examination?" the Time Lord asked, taken aback. "I'm afraid I'm not 
that kind of..." 


Before he could say another word, she whipped off the bedsheet, providing him with a sight he 
hadn't seen In a long time, at least three or four hundred years. 


"Well, If you put It that way," he sald, removing an Ice cream stick from a coat pocket, "open 
your mouth and say, ‘Aaheo'* 


"| thought you'd see It my way-"* She grabbed one end of his scarf, and gently tugged on It so It 
slithered around his neck IIke a multi-coloured anaconda before finally falling to the floor. 


"Now, If you're a good little girl," the Doctor promised, removing hIs coat, "I'll give you a 
Jelly baby." 
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"And tf I'm a bad Itttle gir !?" She reached up to play with the buttons on his vest. "What will 
you give me then?" 


"Two Jelly bables." He looked her squarely In the face. "Of course, If I'm golng to examine 
you, we first have to discuss my fee." 


"Your fee?" Her hand dropped back to her slide. 
"Now, you certainly didn't think | was golng to do It for nothing, did you?" 


"No," she replied coldly, reaching for the sheet. "But | thought you already knew what kind of 
payment you were getting." 


"Ah, but If I'm going to be your doctor, | expect to be pald an exorbitant amount of currency, 
Just Itke any other doctor. Professlonal ethics, you know." 


"Why, yOUsee!" Incensed, she snatched the tape recorder from behtnd her and struck the Doctor 
solidly with a blow to the Jaw that slammed him Into the wall and knocked him off his feet. 


The somewhat woozy Galllfreyan stared at her and exclaimed, "Splendid! What a marvellous time to 
be blessed with double vision!" HIs left hand found the tape recorder on the floor beside him, 
and he clutched It as tightly as his weakened state allowed. "Do you mind If ! become uncon- 
sclous?" 

"Not at all, provided you send me someone else after you come to." 


"Agreed," the Doctor said, before blacking out. 


* HHH 


"Don't worry about the loss of your tape recorder, Walter," Prince Adem soothed. "When we get 
back home, |‘'!I! be happy to send you a Masters of the Universe tape recorder, free of charge." 


"Free of charge? You mean, you usually go around selling them?" 
"Along with Masters of the Universe toys, Masters of the Universe clothing, Masters of the UnI- 


verse wallpaper, Masters of the Universe breakfast cereal... It's the malin source of Income on 
Eternia." 


"Well, for a monarchy on a far-distant planet, you folks sure are Into capitalism," Walter noted. 
Jones ought to get Into that IIne of bustness himself. I+ sure beats trying to milk grant money 


from university administrators... He studied his rutned Ilving room I've got to get out of 
here, and fast! There's only one place left... He fled to the bathroom, but couldn't hide there 


forever . 


De jectedly, he went back to his guests. The first thing he noticed was that the Doctor was back, 
and was talking earnestly to Prince Adam. 


"You say she's Interested In meeting me?" 


"Oh, quite," the Time Lord assured him. "She told me muscular young blonds are her favour!tes." 
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"| don't [ike the sound of thIs," Cringer warned. 


"You never like the sound of anything except a dinner bell," the prince shot back. "I think | 
should pay her a visit. After all, | do have a reputation on Eternta as a ladies man." 


"But that's only on Eternia," the feline protested. "You don't have to maintain that Image 
here." 


"Cringer, sometimes a man IIkes to maintain hIs Image just for the fun of It," Adam answered, 
heading for the bedroom. "And you know how much | IIke to have fune Coming?" 


"All right, Adam," he whined, following his master with downcast eyes. 
"Good show," the Doctor sald. "i think you'll find she’s a real knock-out." 


e* H&E Ht 


"Well, hello, there," Friday sald as the prince came Into the room. She looked at Cringer. "I 
see you brought your friend with youe I've always loved...uh, catse" She reached out a hand to 
scratch the green tiger behind his ears, but he shrank back from her, trembling. "Hey, | won't 
bite." 


"Neither will Cringer," Adam replied, "unless you happen to be holding a nice, julcy steak In 
your hand." 


"Adam!" the fellne yelped, embarrassed. 


"He really does talk, then," Friday observed. "Well, as long as he doesn't talk about anything 
that goes on between the two of us, that's fine." 


"! belleve that can be arranged, can't It, Cringer?" 
"Adam, I don't think..." 


“Now, Ceinger, you don't want me to tell Man-At-Arms what you were doing with Pretty Kitty when 
you should have been back at the palace, do you?" 


“Well, no, Adam, but this [s-.." 

"Cer inger 2?" 

"Oh, all right!" 

"Good." He turned back to Friday. “Now, where were we?" 


"Right about here," she sald, slitting up and throwing her arms around his necke She gave him a 
quick kfisse "You know, lover, you're not quite what | expected." 


"I'm not?" he asked In surprise. 


"| mean, you're Just as handsome as the Doctor sald, but, well, | was expecting you to be more of 
the, uh, he-man type." 
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"Well, If you put it that way..." His right arm reached upward and behind his back. 
"Adam!" Ceinger shriekede “You're not going tooe.!" 


"Easy, Oringer," the man sald soothingly- He drew a large sword from the scabbard hidden beneath 
his dark red tunic. "This Isn't Eternla, you know." 


"Hey!" Friday exclalmed. "What are you dotng with a sword?" She drew back In fright. 


"By the power of Grayskull!™ Adam shouted, holding the magic sword aloft. Suddenly, blazing 
light erupted from the blade. Then four bolts of magic Itghtning converged on It, and a blinding 
flash engulfed the prince. When It dled away, he stood there, even more muscular than before, 
deeply tanned, and wearing nothing but a brown lolncloth and a buckler with a Spanish cross. "| 
have the power!" he shouted triumphantly. 


"I"Il be the judge of that!" Friday snapped. 


Ignoring her, he turned the sword on Cringer. <A bolt of magical energy shot from It to the 
tiger, and the fellne's body enlarged rapidly. A second flash of IIght engulfed him, depositing 
a red metal helmet on hls head and a red metal saddle on his back. Thus transformed, he roared 
so loudly that the woman shrank back In fright a second time. 


"You don't have to worry about Battle-Cat," He-Man sald In a volce deeper than Prince Adam's. 
"He won't hurt you." 


"My, you are kinky on Eternia," Friday observed when she had regained her composure. "But then, 
1 Itke your kind of kInky.e Why don't we go save the unlverse together?" 


"Oh, no, you don't, sister!" a female volce shouted. "He's mine!" 


He-Man and Friday looked up at once, to see a tall, athletic redhead dressed In a white bodysult, 
gold tiara, and gold bracelets. She stood before them with her hands on her hips and a scowl on 
her facee "Teela," He-Man said, suddenly humble, "it's not what you think." 


"It's never what I think!" the Captatn of the Eternian Guard snapped back. "I get sent off on 
some wild goose chase once we land on this planet, and when | finally catch up with you, | find 
you about to cuddle up with another woman! | spend my days at your side, fightIng Skeletor, 
Beast-Man, Kobra Khan, Stinkor, and a host of other ridiculously named villatns. And Just when | 
think I'm about to spend a few of my nights at your side as well, you go off to rescue some 
maiden from a dragon, or some other such rot! And If It Isn't that, you're running around tn 
that silly ballet outfit, pretending to be helpless!" 


"Youees You know?" the mightiest man on Eternia asked In surprise. 

"Of course, | know!" she fired back. “Do you really think a tan, different clothes, and an echo- 
chamber voice are enough to make me think you're two different people? I'm not blind, and I'm 
not stupid! And | also happen to be just as sexy as this..-ethIis genetically engineered floozy 


here!" 


“Hey, look, If you're golng to let him have It, Just leave me out of I+!" Friday protested. 
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"You, be quiet!" Teela snarled. "Or I'll have Battle-Cat rip out your tongue and hand It back to 


youl You've got three seconds to vacate this room, or I'll throw you even farther than He-Man 
can!" 


"Teela, | had no Idea you felt this way," He-Man sald. 

"Yeah, I'll Just bet! One..." 

"Walt! We're both women! Can't we talk this over?" 

“TWwOoee” 

“Okay, Okaye Just let me grab something to wear..." Snatching the nearest article of clothing 
-- the Doctor's discarded coat -=- she hastily put It on, and scrambled out of the room before 


Teela could make good on her threat. 


“Now, you big blond hunk," the red-halred warrior woman said, climbing onto the bed In a seduc- 
tive crouch, "come and get your Teela." 


"Well, [eesleee” the greatest fighter In Eterntan history stammered. 
"Oh, come on, now," she purred. "You do have the power, don't you?" 


+ &£ & & 


Walter was surprised to see Friday emerge from the bedroom, wearing the Doctor's coat. He was 
also surprised to notice she was crying, something he'd never expected to see her do. She was 
trytng to find a tissue to blow her nose with, but rummaged through the Doctor's pockets In valine 
She did find his diary, however, along with a pair of plInkIing shears, a New Year's Eve nolse- 
maker, a cassette tape labelled “Watergate: The Missing 18; Minutes," and an American Express 
card. 

She looked up, saw him, and Immediately stopped crying.e She smiled broadly, then threw herself 
Into his arms, gave him a hug that almost broke his back, and kissed him so passtfonately he 
almost passed out from lack of oxygen. "Oh, Walter, I'm so glad you're here!" she exclaimed when 
thelr lIps finally parted. 

"Yes.ee! can see that," he wheezed. If she were any gladder, I'd probably be In tractionee. 

"Oh, Walter, It's soweeSoeeeterriblesee" She started to cry again. 

"What fs?" 

"| was thrown out [sob] by another woman!" 

"Another woman?" There's another woman [tke her here? 1 don't even want to think about I[t...] 


"Yese Go to the bed-oom door, and listen for yourself." 


He did what she suggested, and heard a female volce gushing, "Oh, He-Man! You really are the 
most powerful man In the universe!" 
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"Who's this He-Man?" Walter whispered. 


"That's what Prince Adam calls himselt after he makes hIs clothes disappear and gets hImself 
slathered with Coppertone," Friday rep|ted. 


Unfortunately, the woman In the bedroom overheard them, and her volce suddenly turned harsh. 
"Battle-Cat! Sic ‘em!" A thunderous roar sent Walter scurrytng away Ike a frightened rabbit -- 
right Into Friday's walting arms. 

"Thanks, Teela." 


"Any time," replied the volce from the bedroom. 


Walter gave Friday an Injured look. "Oh, don't take It so hard," she sald. "Surely, the feel of 
me In your arms makes up for my little tricke" He had to admit It did. "Besides, now I can help 
you with your writing. You could use a girl Friday, couldn't you?" 


He thought writing was the last thIng on her mind, but sInce he didn't have any story Ideas, 


figured It couldn't hurt -- and sInce E.T. was In the IIlving room, his typewriter was free. "Oh, 
why not?" he sighed. 


"You know what your problem Is, darling?" Friday sald, pulling slightly away from him. "You've 
run out of Inspiration. Every good writer needs Inspiration. Let me give you some." 


She started to open the coat, but Walter stopped her. "I'm not that bad off. { can still leave 
something to the Imagination." 


"You can? Gee, maybe you don't need me." 

"Well..e" A little moral -- or even Immoral -- support might be Just what he needed. 

"Come on, then," she sald, hooking her arm through his and marching him to his study. "To your 
typewrtter, and together, we'll come up with a story that'll make ‘Doc’ Smith look Itke a text- 


book." 


Walter sat down In front of the typewriter; Friday put a sheet of paper Into the carriage, then 
sat down In hls lap. "Now, let's begin with a sex scene." 


"Begin with a sex scene?" he gasped- "None of my stories begin with a sex scene!" 
"Maybe that's why you haven't been selling lately. All my stories begin with a sex scene. They 
also end with one. And In the middle, there's more... In fact, all my storles are just one big 


sex scene!" 


"But there's more to writing than that! There's plot. There's character. And most tmportantly, 
especlally In sclence fiction, there's the Idea." 


"Well," sald Friday, “plot Is just the way to get from one sex scene to the next, while character 
1s what It takes to have a good sex scene, and the Idea Is the different ways to stage the sex 


scene." 


"1 don't think..." 
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"You don't have to think, Walter, darling. I'll give you all the help you need." She nuzzled 
his eare "You can just kick In when you're ready. I'll have you writing at peek performance tn 
no time." 


"Give It up!" a loud mechanical voice Interrupted. "There's no way you're going to be a writer, 
you bum!" 


Shaken, Walter and Friday looked at each other. "Who sald that?" they asked In unison. 
"| did!I® the volce repeated. "And | should know about your writing skills, you third-rate hack!" 


"Now, Just a minute," Friday retorted, looking around the room "Walter Is not a third-rate 
hack!{" 


"You're right. He's a fourth-rate hack!" 

"How dare you, youeeewhatever you ate! Wherever you are..." 

"I'm right In front of youl" the volce bellowed In the seme mechanical tonee The typewriter 
lifted Itself upright as they watched. The carriage popped up to reveal a metallic face with 
vaguely Orfental features; metallic arms and legs popped out of the sides and bottom, and the 


right arm pointed a bazooka-IIke ray-gun at thelr heads. 


TY. eeyeseyou're a robot!" Walter stammered. "My typewriter Is a robot!" No wonder !'ve been 


having trouble with the "H" key lately...! 


"| em not merely a robot," the erstwhile typewriter sald. “1! am Tabatron, leader of the Select- 
ricons, here to take over the Earth for robotkInd!" 


"Not if | have anything to say about It, Rolierhead!" shouted another metallic volce. 
"Silecticus Prime!" Tabatron exclaimed. "What are you dolIng here?" 


"I"ve been staked out In the kitchen, walting for you to show your hand," the other robot replied 
as It entered the room. Its head, arms, and legs were attached to a rectangular body that had 
two slits down the front. Walter looked at It and rubbed his eyes; If he wasn't mistaken, It 
used to be hIs toaster. 


“Well, here | am, fool!" the first robot snarled. "I dare you to try to stop me!" 


"And that { shall, Tabatron," Silecticus Prime answered, "for we Toasterbots are sworn to uphold 
the ways of truth and Justice!" 


"Your dialogue Is as bad as ever, Prime!" the Selectricon shot back. "You wi!l soon see your 
fighting ability ts the same!" With that, the robot shot the paper In Its carrlage at Its oppo- 
nent; the paper Instantly folded Itself Into a paper airplane and crashed Into the front of the 
other robot, producing an explosion that knocked the one-time toaster backwards and made a smal! 
crater In Walter's fioor. 


Struggling to tts feet, Stlecticus Prime answered with a missile from one of Its slits; Itt looked 
like a plece of burnt toast. The misstile whizzed past Tabatron's head and destroyed the wall- 
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paper and plaster from three square feet of wall behind Ite So that's why the toast's been burnt 
all the time. And probably why It always tasted Ike rocket fuel, tooee. 


The battle began In earnest. Tabatron launched enother paper airplane missile and obliterated 
another section of Walter's wall, then Jumped from the desk, narrowly avoiding the Toasterbot's 
retallatory shot. Another exchange of missed volleys followed, producing still more holes tn the 
wallse The battle moved out to the IIving room. 


The robots exchanged a barrage of missiles and laser blasts, but failed to harm each other. The 
living room was thoroughly trashed, thoughe Entire sections turned, to blackened rubble. The 
easy chair exploded, and a collection of paintings -- really a set of fancy place-mats from a 
Conoco station, back when gasoline was affordable -- turned Into flaming rectangles of pressed 
cardboard. 


Work on the TARDIS ground to a halt; everyone In the dining room poured tnto the IIving room, 
drawn by the commotion. The Doctor tried to Intervene with his sonic screwdriver, but Tabatron 
shot It out of his hand. Indiana Jones tried to use his whip, but another shot severed It 
cleanly. E.Te, however, had no weapon, and was Immediately cut down. 


Tabatron clearly had the upper hand; Stlecticus Prime was just as clearly outgunned. I! knew | 
should have bought a four-slice toaster Instead of a two-sl icereec. 


Then, rushing from the bedroom with Teela and Battle-Cat close behind him, He-Man brandIshed his 
magic sword and brought It down with a masterful stroke -- cleaving SIlecticus Prime neatly tn 
two. "You blond lunk-head!" Jones shouted. "You've destroyed the wrong robot!" 


The most powerful man tn the unlverse Immediately sank to his knees In dismay. “Don't worry 
about It, stud," Teela sald, running her hands over his well-muscled back. "You've still got a 
place In my bedroom, any time." 


Walter, meanwhI le, wondered how he was golng to explain things to the repairman at the hardware 
store. How do | tell him my toaster just got cut In half during a battle with my typewriter...? 


Tabatron, exulting In Its victory, exclaimed, "Foolish humans! How easIly you ate cowed before 
the might of a single Selectricon! Is there no one who dares match my might?" 


Suddenly, columns of strange, sparkling Iights filled the alr, and the sfthouettes of three human 
figures appeared In the room, quickly solidifying Into three untformed men. The one In the 
centre, who wore a gold shirt, Immediately snapped an order. "Phasers on heavy stun-e Fire!" 
Three bluish-green beams converged on the body of the robot, which Immedlately disintegrated. 


"Gentlemen, I belleve | sald, ‘Phasers on heavy stun,'" the gold-shirted man chided his com- 
pantonse 


"Illogical, Captain." The speaker, wearing a blue shirt, was obviously not human; he had green- 
Ish skin, upswept eyebrows, and pointed ears. "The term ‘stun’ can only apply to an entity that 
feels pain, something a mechanical device such as the one we Just disintegrated cannot do." 


"Then you obviously can't be stunned, Spock," growled the third newcomer. He, too, wore a blue 


shirt, but looked perfectly humane "You can't feel anything with that damned Vulcan logic of 
yours." 
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"Really, Doctor," Spock replied, "there Is no need for you to belittle me at every opportunity." 
"Of course, there Ise It's the only fun | get." 

"Gentlemen, please," the man In gold sald, obviously Irritated. Forcing a smile, he stepped 
forward and extended his hand to Walter. "Sir, | greet you on behalf of the United Federation of 
Planets. { am Captain James T. Kirk of the UeSeS. ENTERPRISE. We were on a fact-finding his- 
torical mIissfton when our sensors picked up some unusual energy readings, andes” 

Friday was staring at hime “Jlm?) Jim Kirk?" 

His blue eyes shifted to her. "Friday? Is that you?" 

"Jim!" she exclaimed. “Jim! It really Is you, after all these years!" 

"You know this woman, Captain?" Spock asked. 

"Yes, yes, | do," Kirk replied. “Friday, It's been a long time." 

"Too long, Jim. ! haven't seen you since that time on Argel lus..." 

"Ah, yes, Argelius," the Captain reminisced. "You know, Bones, that place where the women..." 

"| know the place, Jim!" McCoy beamed. "|! remember It well." 

Kirk smi fed fondly at Friday» “You remember Dr. Leonard McCoy, my ship's surgeon?" 

"Yes," she replied, taking the doctor's hand. "Doctor." 

"Charmed, I'm suree" He was ever the Southern gentleman. 

“And this Is my first officer, Mr-e Spock," the Captain sald, Indicating the Vulcan. 


"Oh, yes, Mr. Spock. I've heard so much about you from the Captain." 


"Really?" he replied evenly. "I was unaware the Captain Indulged In pIllow talk." Kirk scowled. 
“| trust you heard nothing displeasing." 


"Oh, | Intend to find that out for myself," she answered, rising on her toes to whisper something 
Into the Vulcan's pointed ear. 


The first officer of the ENTERPRISE ralsed one eyebrow, then replied, "Madam, while ! appreciate 
your.eeInterest In me, | em exceedingly dubious that our assuming the positions you describe wil! 


result In a significantly pleasurable experience for elther of us." 


“Well, don't knock It ‘til you've tried It, Mr. Spock," Friday said tartly, then pursed her IIps 
and blew In his ear. 


Both of Spock's eyebrows shot up this timee “Madam, 1! fall to understand the significance of 
your actions." 


"There's a lot you fail to understand, you polnty-~eared booby!" she huftfed, then ebruptly turned 
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her back on him and walked awaye Her hips swayed In a way every man In the room noticed. 


Spock, however, noticed for reasons somewhat different from the others. "Captaln, | belleve the 
young lady Is sorely In need of medical attention." 


"She Is, or you are," Kirk told him flatly. 

"Don't worry, MIss Friday," McCoy assured her. "You're not the first woman who's falled to melt 
that Vulcan heart of his. My head nurse has been trying for years, and she couldn't succeed If 
she used a solar flare." 

"You mean, he's always Ike that?" 

"Well, most of the time, except when he's In pon farr, which Is once every seven yearsee." 

"Seven years! I'd say the man has serlous problems!" 

"So would J, but he's supposed to be the best first officer in Starfleet." 


"Well, I'll reserve my judgement until he takes -- and passes -- the Friday Test." 


"And, belleve me, Bones," Kirk Inter jected, Joining them, "the Friday Test makes everything else 
look like a Sunday picnic." 


"Come on, Jim," Friday cooed abruptly, taking the Captain's arm. “Why don't we boldly go where 
no man has gone before?" 


“No man?" exclaimed Walter, Indiana Jones, the Doctor, and He-Man In unlson. 


She Ignored them as she escorted Kirk toward the bedroom They had taken no more than a couple 
of steps, however, when they nearly fell over a greyish lump on the floor at thelr feet. 


"What's that?" Kirk demanded, bending down for a closer looke He rolled It over and exclaimed, 
"it's an allen!" 


His shout drew everyone else [In the room to the rapidly whitening body of E-Te, who had been 
serlously wounded In the battle of the robots. Struggling to malntaln consclousness, the !Ittle 
creature looked up at Kirk, trust In his huge blue eyes, and croaked, "Elllott?" 

"No, I'm not Elliott." 

The allen looked at McCoy, who was detaching a medical probe from hls tricorder. "EI llott?" 
®No." He shook his head. "Sorry, I'm not Ellfott, either." 

Then E-T. looked up at Friday. “EIIlott?" 


“*Now, do | look Ike an Ellfott?" she demanded. 


(f the circumstances hadn't been so grave, all the men In the room would have Joined In a re- 
sounding, "No!" 
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Finally, the fading allen focussed on the face of Mr. Spock. After a long pause, he sighed, "Not 
Ellftott," and closed his eyes. 


McCoy bent over E.Te and passed his medical probe over the tInert, totally white body. After a 
second pass, he reattached the probe to his tricorder and looked up at Kirk. “He's dead, Jim." 


Spock knelt over the still form. "Doctor, | belleve your statement may be premature." He 
stretched out his hands, cradling the allen's face In them, and said, "My mind reaches out to 
yourse My mind touches your minds My mind and your mind..eare one." 


At first, nothing happened- Then, all at once, the IlIttle extra-terresirial's body returned to 
Its normal brownish colour, hIs eyes opened, and a section of his chest began to glow a bright, 
cherry red. “Friend,” he sald slowly. “Spock Is frlend!" 


"Well, Mere Spock," McCoy drawled, "I admit | am amazed. If never would have thought one of your 
Vulcan mind=-lItnks could bring something back to II fee" 


"A creature who subsIists such as yourself, noe However, this belng's malin sustenance Is pslonic 
energys He needs sympathetic bralnwaves, creatures of his own kind, a need which could logically 
be expressed as a desire tooee" 


"Phone home, phone home," E.T. Interrupted. "Phone home." 


“Phone home?" Kirk repeated. “We can do better than that. I can have you -— all of you -- 
beamed aboard the ENTERPRISE." He shot a glance at Friday- "And we'll take you all wherever you 
want to goe I'l just call my shipee."” 


Walter was ecstatic. Finally! After all the knocks on the door, the spaceship landings, the 
fights, the goings-on In the bedroom, the whatever-It-was the Doctor did to get here... It's al! 
going to be over! At last, I'Ift have my house to myself agaln! 1! can write all the stories | 
want, without Interruption! Once they're all gone, I'm going to sit down In front of my type- 
weiter andes. 














He suddenly realized he didn't have a typewriter any longer, not stnce the ENTERPRISE landing 
party had blown It to atoms with thelr phasers. "Uh, excuse me, CaptalIn Kirk," he began timidly, 
“but before you go to wherever you're going, do you think you could, uh, scrounge up a typewrlter 
for me? You see, I'm a writer, and my typewriter was destroyed..." He gestured at the wreckage 
In the room, sure no one, not even Kirk, would belleve the robot they'd destroyed had once been 
hts typewriter. "1! could really use a new one.” 


"A typewriter?" 


"A mechanical device Invented on Earth In the late Nineteenth Century as an alternative to wIt- 
Ing by hand," Spock explained. “Later refined to be powered by electricity, | belleve.e Needless 
to say, our computers are far more sophisticated." 


“Well, our ship can manufacture Just about anything," Kirk sald proudly. "I'm sure a typewriter 
will be no problem." He smiled confidently as he detached his communicator from his belt and, 
with a smooth underhand motion, brought [+t up to his face. He flicked his wrist as he sImulta- 
neously pushed the button that II fted the antenna g°id from the speaker, making It fook as though 
he had opened the device In one movement. 
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That particular movement was required training for all Starfleet Academy cadets. The Captain did 
It extremely well. "Kirk to ENTERPRISE. Kirk to ENTERPRISE." 


"Scott here, sir," a voice with a thick Scottish burr announced through the communicator. 
“Scotty, can you beam down a Twentieth Century typewriter?" 
“Aye, sire A typewriter, sir?" 


"Yes, Scotty," he relterated. “Our host here Is a witer, and It seems he needs a typewr!ter for 
his work." 


"Aye, sir, a typewriter It Is, then. What kind?" 
“What kind?" Kirk repeated to Walter, handing him the communicator. 


This was his big chance.- He'd meant to replace the old machIne anyway, before realizing It was 
out to conquer the worid, and now, he had carte blanche -- and Diners Club, but ft was already 
charged to the limit. He could have any fancy features he wanted on his new machine, even If 
he'd never use theme. 


"Um, § need an electronic typewriter with automatic correction and a bullt=-In spelling checker, 
unlimited memory Including margins, adjustable type-faces with forelgn language characters, 
optional volce Input..." 


"An old-fashioned typewriter, thene Aye, we can do It." 
Moments later, a small haze of IIight appeared on the floor, and congealed Into a typewriter. 


Walter examined It with obvious excitement, IIke a child with a new toy. Oh, the stories I{'m 
gotng to write on this babys... I'm going to crank ‘em out Iike never before, two shorts a day, 


and a novel a week, each page flawlesseee Whether they would sel! or not was something else 
agalne | 


While he was admiring his new machine, a second typew' Iter matertalized alongstde It, Identical 
to the first In every way. "Two typewriters? Thanks a lot, guys, but |! only need one." 


The ENTERPRISE crewmen looked at one another uneasi!ly- "Try one of them out," Kirk Instructed, 
trytIng to mask his concern. 


Walter plugged the first machine In and turned {tt one He pressed a few keys; nothing happened. 
He pressed a few more; still nothinge Then he tried the other typewriter. The results were the 
samee They didn't work -- elther one of them. 


"Scotty," the Captain sald Into hIs communicator, "there's a problem here. Check the transporter 
for possible malfunction." 


There was @& pause, then what sounded I!ke an electrical spark. "Captain, the transporter Is 
duplicatin’ everythin’ we beam up or down! I! canna understand it. It must ha' been somethIn' In 
all that shakin® when we hit Warp Nine In that cosmic storm It'I! get right on It, sir, but 
It'll take a bonny long time to fix.* 


"And how long ts *a bonny long time,’ Mr. Scott?" 
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"Ye dinna wanna know that, sir." 


"Mr. Scott," Spock sald flatly, "i submit that the more time you devote to your character!stic- 
ally emotional histrionics, the longer It will take to fix the transporter." 


"Aye, Mre Spock," Scott replied with a deep sigh. “Scott out." 


"Oh, dear," sald the Doctor. "It looks as though fixing my TARDIS Is about the only way any of 
us will get back where we belong." 


“TARDIS?" Spock asked. 
"Yes," the Gallifreyan answered, polnting to the large blue box In the dining room. 


"Fascinating," the Vulcan remarked as he went Into the other room for a closer look. "It appears 
to be an exact replica of a British police call box, circa 1960." 


"Quite," the Time Lord salde "She could be a replica of many other things, too, except her 
chameleon circult was broken when I, um, borrowed her beck on Galllfrey... But I've come to IIke 
her just the way she fs." 

"You ‘borrowed’ this? Are you by chance any relatton to one Harcourt Fenton Mudd?" 


“No, I'm the Doctor." 


"Another doctor," Spock sighed. “After three years aboard the ENTERRISE with Dr. McCoy, I'm 
afraid | have very little respect for the title, and even less for anyone who bears It." 


‘0h, but I'm not a doctor of medictnes.." 
"NeIther Is Dre McCoy." 


The Time Lord led him to the door of the TARDIS, opened It, and let him look Inside. "What do 
you think?" 


"Fascinating," the Vulcan remarked. “A controlled stngularity of abnormal space-time dIsplace- 
ment." 


"Meantng, the Inside Is bigger than the outside." 

"| belleve that Is what | sald." 

"Think you can flix it?" The Doctor polnted to the damaged control console. 

Spock examined the maze of circultry pulled out In the Doctor's own efforts to repair his device. 
"It would be analogous to reconstructing a mnemonic memory circult using stone knives and bear- 
skinse However, since there Is no apparent alternative If we are to get back to the ENTERPRISE 


In any reasonable time, | shall attempt [+." 


"Thank you -- | think." 
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Borrowing the Gallifreyan's repair kit, the Vulcan went to work on the control panel. 


Allowing hls guests to amuse themselves any way they wished, Walter paced the room nervously, 
ltIntng up tdeas for the stortes he would write -- IIterally, since he no longer had a typewr Iter 
-- once the TARDIS was fixed and the others were gonee Eventually, he JolIned Dr. McCoy In a rald 
on his IIquor cabInet. The Starfleet surgeon told him his best bourbon made a passable substi- 
tute for Saurltan brandy. 


Eventually, Spock joined them and sald, "! belleve | have restored rudimentary space-travel capa- 
bility to the.eevehicle. | have already fed In coordinates to transport us all back to the 
ENTERPRISE." He looked around with a ralsed eyebrow. "Where ts the Captain?" Then he noticed 
Friday was also missInge “Of coursee I! should have realized." He turned to Walter. "Sir, 
where Is your bedroom?" 


"1'IT show you," his reluctant host responded, leading him to the proper door. 


As they reached It, they heard mingled male and female laughter, followed by Captain Kirk's 
volcee "Docking manoeuvres completed. Proceed to Warp Factor Elght." 


“Aye, Captain, Warp Factor Efght," Friday replied In an Imitation of Mre Scott's burr. “And 
maybe e'en a wee bit more." 


The Vulcan knocked. “Captain, | belfleve | have repaired the Gallifreyan machine." 


Kirk's stgh was loud enough even for someone without pointed ears to hear. "Mr. Spock, your tim- 
Ing leaves much to be desired. Very well." 


Moments later, the door opened, and Kirk and Friday emerged, both In the process of dressing. As 
they JoIned the others In the IIving room, the Captain announced, "I have just recelved the good 
news from Mr. Spock that we can al! go back home." The way he sald "good" didn't sound ifke he 
meant [t. 


The news was greeted with shouts and cheers, led by E-T.'s hoarse cry of "Phone home! Phone 
home!" Walter smiled, but sald nothing. He didn't want to let on how anxlous he was to get rid 
of them all. 


The Doctor and Captain Kirk led the other visitors to the TARDIS.- In farewell, Indflana Jones 
promised to send Walter a tape of his adventures In exchange for the bullwhIp section of elther 
an LeL. Bean or Frederick's of Hollywood catalogue. Dr. McCoy muttered under hIis breath that It 
wasn't natural for a man to be dematertalized and rematerltallzed by a computer, and swore he'd 
never do it againe “Next time, [It's a shuttlecraft, or I'il give Jim Kirk a physical he'll never 
forget...!" 


“Where's Mr- Spock?" Kirk asked suddenly. 
"And where's Friday?" Walter wondered. “You don't suppose...?" 


"No, knowIng Spock, It would be almost Imposs!bleee.e And he could quite probably quote odds to 
five decimal places on Its ImprobabI lity." 


"Well," the Doctor satd, affecting the look of an ange! with a tarnished halo, "I wouldn't say It 
was Impossible." 
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"What have you done to my first officer?" the Captain demanded. 
"Just gave him a couple of these." The Time Lord held up a plastic bag of Jelly bables. 


“Let me see that!" Kirk snatched the bag and turned It over. At the bottom, there was a message 
enclosed by a red border. The Captain couldn't help but grin as he read it. 


WARNING! THIS PRODUCT CONTAINS RED DYE #2. ILLEGAL FOR SALE IN THE UNITED 
STATES OF AMERICA. MAY CAUSE PREMATURE PON FARR IN VULCAN MALES. 
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An hour later, Spock emerged from the bedroom. HIs expresslon bore an uncanny resemblance to a 
smile. 


"Well, Mr. Spock, | trust you had a pleasant experlence." 


"| belleve | shall Invoke my right of privacy, Captain," the Vulcan replied. “I prefer to leave 
the events that transpired to your and Dr. McCoy's Imaginations. 1! believe you will find that 
more Interesting than anything ! could tell you." 


"Don't bet on Itt, Mr. Spock," Kirk told him, as he and his first officer stepped Inside the 
TARDIS. 


The door closed. There was a wheezing and groaning nolse -- that broken dishwasher sound again 
-- and the blue box dematerlalized, leaving a square fndentation In the carpet as a reminder of 
its presence. 


Walter had other reminders of his visitors, however -- a television set with a broken picture 
tube and gutted circultry; charred living room walls, pocked with holes; an Incredibly rumpled 
bedece 

And two non-functioning typewriters. 

But, at last, he was alone! 

At last, he was free to wIite his storles! Storltes that would touch the hearts and minds of hIs 


readers, storles that would touch the bank=-books of his editors and publ!shers, storles that 
would catapult him Into that rare IIterary stratosphere where few writers ever went. 


I'll be revered! I't!l be Ilke a god.eee! Or, at least, Ifke L. Ron Hubbard... 


All he had to do was come up with an Idea... 


He couldn't do it. He tried, and he tried, and he tried yet again, but no story Idea ceme to 
hime { still have writer's blockee.! 


De jected, he headed to his much~abused bedroom, cursing his writer's block. Al! those people, 
those belIngsee- All those strange events... 


And sttll, no tdeas! 
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All written materltal will be edited, and decIsions of the editor will be finale If any 
rew'lting ts required, the editor will return the submission to the writer, with appropri- 
ate comments. Otherwise, any alterations tn spelling, punctuation, grammar, syntax, etc. 
will be made by the editor. Under normal circumstances, no writer will be accorded the 
so-called right of editorial review. Any decision on the merits of a submission will be 
made by the editorlal staff, whose decision will not be subject to appeal. 


Written material should be neatly typed on 8; x 11 white paper, double-spaced. Only. one 
side of the page should be used, and all pages must be numbered. Hand-written or hand- 
printed manuscripts wil! be accepted only at the discretion of the editor; these should be 
double-spaced on 8+ x 11 Itned paper. The editortal staff reserves the right to reject any 
manuscript not deemed to be sufficlently legible. 


Art submissions should be tn black and white Ink only, with no large, dense black areas, 
and should be no larger than 8; x 11, Including a i-tnch margin on all sides. Pencililed 
art will be accepted only If deemed truly exceptional. All art must be completely camera- 
ready. Artists should send elther ortginals or good-quality photocopies that require no 
touch-ups. Keep fn mind that original art Is sent at the artist's own risk. 


Written matertal or art contalning or depicting gratultous excessive violence or explicit 
sex will be rejected. In such matters, the decision of the editorial staff will! be final. 


No written matertal or art currently under consideration by OSIRIS Publications should be 
submitted to any other publication until a decision on that matertal's acceptability has 
been made. Similarly, no written matertal or art currently under consideration elsewhere 
should be submitted to OSIRIS Publications. 


Any previously established character from another source, whether from I{iterature, cinema, 
or television, should, In any matertal submitted to OSIRIS Publications, behave fn a manner 
conststent with that previously estabifshed for the character. 


No one will be notified of recelpt of any submissfon unless that submIissfon Is accompanied 
by a self-addressed, stamped envelope or postcard. No submissions will be returned unless 
accompanied by a self-addressed envelope bearing adequate return postage, and no returned 
submIsstons wll! be Insured unless money for that tnsurance Is Included. Once a submission 
has been accepted and scheduled for publication, the contributor will be so advised. 


While decIsions of the editortal staff are generally to be considered final, any contribu- 


tor wishing to discuss an editorial decision fs free to do so, and a decision may be 
reversed If the contributor can provide adequate support for such a change. 
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It was a beautiful Saturday In spring. The sun was shining, the birds were 
singing, and all was right with AeJe Simon's world. But, when your name Is 
Simon, things don't always stay that way... 


"The Great Chocolate Chip Cookle Caper® 


(By Mary Robertson) 


Smiling, AeJe Simon fitted his key Into the lock In the kitchen door. His weekend visit to the 
office -- a habit his brother Rick found almost Incomprehensible -- had been profitable; Stmon & 
Simon investigations now had a bonus that would cover the next month's rent, and their answering 
machine had ylelded a promising, but not pressing, case for the following Monday. 


Now, his errands accomp!Iished, he could enjoy his time off. He'd logged a lot of overtime In the 
past few months and everyone <-- his mother, Rick, even his police Ileutenant friend "Downtown" 
Brown -- had been after him to slow down. Well, a weekend with nothing more strenuous on the 


schedule than a date with LIz should meet with thelr approval... Balancing his mall on top of a 


newly purchased best-seller, he walked happtly Into the kItchen. 


Something's wrong... Absently dropping his parcels on a counter, he went farther Into the room, 


trying to discover just what It was that set his detective's Instincts a-tingle. Nothing was 
obviously out of place, nothing missing except a tray of cookles Rick was to deliver to their 
mother for her bowling league bake sale. Maybe that's It. Rick never does what he's supposed to 


do when he's supposed to do It, so when he doeSeece 


Forcing his thoughts back to the problem, A.J. searched the house. What was It? A bomb? It 


certainly wouldn't be the first... But careful checking revealed no hidden explosives. 


Whatever it was, the problem seemed to centre on the kitchen. Crossing his IIving-room for the 
tenth time in as many minutes, he stopped at the threshold and closed his eyes, trying to visual- 
Ize the kItchen as he'd left tt earlier that morninge That's It! Smoke! Faint, almost sub! Im- 
tInal, acrid traces of smoke hung In the air, not quite dissipated by the alr conditioning. Come 


to think of tt, the room's warmer than It was earller, too... He remembered turning the air 


conditioner up to compensate for the oven. Perhaps It simply couldn't cope. It's been a while 


since | had It serviced... 


As he strode to the thermostat, he noticed the window. It was open -- just a crack, to be sure 
-- but he was positive he hadn't left It that way. No wonder the kIitchen's warm... 


Alr condittoning forgotten, he examined the opening. The window hadn't been forced; someone had 
opened [t from the Inside. But why? And who? A prowler...? 


A clgerette-smoking prowler might account for the smell and the window, but nothIng had been 
stolen -- at least, nothing he could see. So what was the motive? It was a puzzle -- and If It 
puzzied a tralined private Investigator, the police would be equally at sea. It wouldn't do to 
call them, not yet. Nor cousJd he tell Rick his suspicions. Without proof, his older brother 
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would just tell him he'd been working too hard and was Imagining things. 


He'd be right, too. After all, what evidence do ! have? An open window, a bit of mysterltous 
smoke that's disappearing even now, nothing that points to robbery or sabotage... Yes, a few 
things aren't tn thelr accustomed places on the counter, but Rick's undoubtedly the culprit 
there, shoving things out of his way to get a better purchase on the cookle tray... 














AeJ sighed. Maybe some ftunch would help his perspective -- assumtng his brother had left him 
anything. 


tHey, AeJe!" Rick's nolsy greeting ellcited a strangled curse from with!In the refrigerator, as 
the younger SImon's head met with an upper shelf. 


"Rick," he sald, exasperated. “Don't you ever knock?" 

"Thought you'd be outside, or with Liz." 

"Knock anywaye And, for your Information, my date with Liz Isn't until seven. We have concert 
tickets." Running a hand over his Injured head, he straightened and shut the refrigerator door. 
"What are you dolng here, anyway?" 


"Just came In to grab a beer before | get to work on the boat." 


"| wish you'd work on getting that fibreglass monstrosity out of my yard," A.Je muttered under 
hts breath. 


“What's eating you?" 


@ 


The puzzlement In Rick's volce almost -- but not quite -- overcame his brother's determination to 
keep his concerns to himself. "Rick, Ieee Does anything seem..-different..-to you In here?" 


"Huh? You move your plants around, or something? Nah, nothing's different | can see. Why?" 
"Jee. Oh, nothing” 

"Come on, AeJe What Is It?" 

"Honestly, It's nothing. Just my Imagination working overtime." 

"Work. That's your problem. You work too hard. Now, take me, for example..." 

"If | followed your example, we'd be broke In a monthe You take the cookles over to Mom?" 
"You're changing the sub Ject, but, yeah, | sald | would." 

"On time?" 


"| was early. Had to walt five minutes before she got there. Why all the fuss over a bunch of 
chocolate chip cookies?" 


A.Je's head came up suddenly, but he dismissed the question with a shrug and looked at his watch. 
“Why? Because you just got back. It's almost noon." 
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“How do you know | haven't been here for hours?" 

"Brotherly Intultion," he teased, "and a track record a mile long." 

NSo?n 

"So | thought you sald you had nothing else to do this morning." 

"| Ifed. There was this !ittle redhead down at the coffee shop on..." 

"Never mind. I don't think | want to know all the sordid detalis.e You are absolutely Incorri- 
gible." He shook hIs head and turned back to the refrigerator. “Want some lunch? That Is, If 


you haven't eaten It all already?" 


"Nah." Rick watched him bustle about the kitchen for a few minutes, and a frown crept over his 
face. “You okay?" he asked finally. 


AeJe ground to a halt. “What makes you think I'm not?" he demanded. 
"{| dunno. You just seem... jumpy." 


"I'm fines Here's your beer." He shoved a can at him. "Now, go work on that poor excuse of a 
boat you Insist on parking In my yard. See If you can't make It a little less of an eyesore." 


"Okay, okaye I can take a hint. See ya later." 


AeJe missed his brother's quizzical stare as he hustled Rick out the back door. Then he carried 
his lunch and reading material to the deck, where he stretched out on a lounge under the warm 
California sune But, even though the book was an excellent one, he couldn't concentrate. His 
vague feeling of unease continued, and he stared blankly at the pages before him, puzzling over 
the mystery. There must be something | forgot to check, some clue | missed... Maybe | should 


confide In Rick, after all... Then again, maybe note. 


The pleces of the puzzle plrouetted through hIs head until, at last, his eyelids drooped, and 
fluttered to a close. 


Rick's hand on his shoulder sent him a foot off the lounge. 


"Whoa, teke It easy, IIittle brother. Do you know what time It Is? You're gonna have a helluva 
burn. Sure you're feelin’ okay?" 


AeJe took a deep breath, willing his racing heart to slow. "Of course, I'm sure," he growled. 
"You're not gonna be If you miss another date with Liz this month." 


"Miss another date...? What time ts I+?" He glanced down at his watch, then shot off the 
lounge, winctng as tender skin met the furniture. He had only half an hour to get ready. 


"Go one" Rick shooed him toward the house. "I'll get your stuff put away. You get something on 
that burn. it'!l hurt bad enough as It Is." 
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Rick was right, A.J. reflected as he drove home later that night. The sunburn was painful, tn 
sptte of all the cream he'd slathered over It. It's my own fault, tooe.. He knew better than to 
fall asleep under a hot sun, especially early tn the season, before his skin had a chance to get 
used to It. 


eu us 


Miserably, he decided It was Just one of those days.e The date with Liz was a disaster. He 
couldn't find the concert tickets, and by the time he remembered giving them to her for safe- 
keeping, he was latee She was distinctly unhappy- Then, at the theatre, he simply could not get 
comfortable. He hurt, and his mind kept wandering from the concert, and from his date, returning 
again and again to the puzzle of the open window. Liz found the squirming distracting, and the 
Inattention Infurlating. The evening ended In a fight. 


oe 


With a frustrated g-imace, A.J- slid his car Into Its accustomed place. Had he been In any other 
profession, he might have dismissed the whole Incident as forgetfulness on his part. But, no, | 
had to be a detective. And what do ! have to show for It? A brother firmly convinced I'm crazy, 
a painful sunburn, an angry girli- friend -- and a Iitany of clues Ifke a broken recordee. There 
were times belng a private Investigator had Its advantages -- but this was definitely not one of 
them. 


As the night progressed, his pain Intensified, Interrupting his sleep. To his tmmense disgust, 
It was accompanied by bouts of dizziness and nauseae Nothing was comfortable. When Rick found 
him at five o'clock the next morning In a tub of cool water, he made only a token protest agalnst 
his older brother's pronouncement. 


> 


"Okay, that's It. You gotta do something about that burn. Out of the tub. We're golng to see 
Captain Midnight." 


"He'll Just give me a couple of aspirin and some lotion, and It will cost our last bonus Just for 
the deductible." 


"If It does, It does. Now, are you gonna get out of that tub, or do | have to drag you out?" 

"{ can take care of myself, thank you." 

“Oh? I haven't seen any proof so far." 

AeJe glared» Rick glared back, h!s arms crossed, untI! the younger SImon sIghed tn relfeved de- 
feat. Of course, sitting naked In a tub of cold water doesn't exactly offer any psychological 
advantages over a fully dressed older brother with a stubborn streak... 

"All right, already- I! haven't seen Raj for a while. Guess It's time | sald hello." 


et teken & 


Six hours later, an annoyed AeJe Simon settled gingerly onto his IIving-room sofa. "Don't say 
It, Rick," he warned. 


“Who, me?" 


"Who else? 1 can see the gleam In those beady little eyes." 
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"My eyes aren't beady- And ft's time for your pfilse® He couldn't resIst a grin at his 
brother's expresston. "Sun polsontng ts nothing to fool with." 


"| just can't belleve It. Never In my II fe have {..." 


"Never In your IIfe have you fallen asleep on the deck for over five hours this early In the 
season, under a blazing sune Just be glad Raj didn't keep you, Iike he wanted to. Now, take 
your medicine I!tke a good boye Or do | have to call Mom?" 


“Nol No, Mom doesn't need to know. It's bad enough having one mother hen. 1! definitely don't 
need two." 


By the time the telephone rang that evening, AeJe was In a statee He had suffered through an 
entire afternoon of films on the video-recorder -- films with titles like “Cheer-leaders from 
Outer Space," his brother's tdea of entertainment. His k!itchen looked IIke the cheer-leaders had 
held a particularly wild party there, and Rick's over-solicitous nursing was slowly diving him 
out of his mind. The puzzle of the open window was there to complete the task. 


Now, however, Rick was outside, feeding hIs dog Marlowe. With a gleeful and decidedly evl! grin, 
AeJe carefully holsted himself off the sofae Finally, he had something to do, even If It was 
contrary to Rick's Instructions. 


"Hello? Oh, hi, Moms." 


Rick returned Just as hIs brother dropped the receiver back Into Its cradle. He fixed the 
younger man with a baleful glare as he demanded, “What do you think you're doling?" 


AeJe turned unreadable eyes on the glowering man who towered over him. "Answering the phone. 
You weren't here, after all. That was Mom." 


“Anything wrong?" He could usually read A.J. IIke a book, but thls was something new. 
"Yes, and noe" 
"Huh? What's that supposed to mean?" 


"No, nothing's wrong with Mom. She called to thank me for the cookles-" He paused. "The 
chocolate chip cookies." 


Rick's eyebrows crinkled Into a puzzled frown. “I don’t get It." 

"| didn't make chocolate chIp cookles, Rick. | made oatmeal-raisin ones. You mentioned choco- 
late chip cookles earllter, but | didn't really make the connection then." HIs voice took on a 
menactng tone. “Isn't Itt amazing how those oatmeal cookies turned Into chocolate chip ones be- 


tween here and thelr destination? What did you do with my cookles, Rick?" 


The elder SImon squirmed under his brother's steady gazee "You sald you were makin’ chocolate 
chip," he mumbled. 


"| changed my minde What did you do?" 
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"Wasn't mee Marlowe did It." 

A.Je sat quietly on the stool! by the phone, walting for an explanation. Finally, one came. 
"Well, y'see, i, uh, | was In here watchin’ a tapee The video store just got a copy of ‘Space 
Vampires Make the Cheer-Leading Squad-' It's reallyee. Yeah, well, anyway, | wasn't paying at- 
tention..." 

"Obviously." 

"Well, 1 wasn't paying attention, and Marlowe kinda dumped the tray on the floor an’ started 
eatin' the cookles, so |! couldn't very wel! give those to Mom to sell, now, could 1? | cleaned 
up the mess..." 

"And you couldn't tell chocolate chips from ralsins?" A.eJe questioned Incredulously. 

"Well, they both have those IIttle black dots In ‘em, and Marlowe kinda squashed ‘em up pretty 
good before | got to him," Rick defended. “Anyway, | figured I'd better make some more, ‘cause 
Mom was expecting home-made cookles.e 1 got the stuff out to make ‘em, and got ‘em In the oven, 
but while | was waiting for ‘em to cook, I kinda got Interested In the movie again. It was a 
real good part, all about..." 

"You burned the cookles." 

He grinned sheepIshly.- “Well, | never claimed to be a good cook. I got the fire out..." 
"Fire?!" AeJe squeaked. 

"The dough got real soft, and ran over the sidese When It landed on the..." 


"Never mind, Rick. I get the Ideae Go on, please." 


"Well, as | was saying, | got the fire out, or mostly, anyway, and opened the window a bit to get 
rid of the smoke. I! had to throw out your baking pan -- you know, the brown one you won't let me 
cut pizza on? | had to throw It In the canal, ande-.- You sure you're okay, AJ? Maybe you 
should go Ile down for a while. You don't look so hot." 


If looks could kill In any one specific way, Rick would have been Instantly Incinerated. "I am 
fine," his brother hissed. "But you may not be for long. Let's hear the rest of It." 


“Not much to tell. 1 didn't have time to bake any more, so | went over to that new bakery and 
bought some..." 


".eechocolate chip cookles." 

"Yeah, and took ‘em over to Mom. I! figured she'd never know the dlfference." 

Slowly, AeJde slid off his stool and drew himself up to his full helght. "Mom," he whIspered, 
eyelng his brother with a mind toward mayhem, "called to find out !f something was wrong. She 
sald the cookles weren't up to my usual standards. She also wanted to know why | used margarine 


Instead of butter, the way | always do. She assured her customer | only use butter In my bakIng. 
The customer Is allergic to an Ingredient In margarine. She had a reaction. Mom," he continued, 
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his volce gatning volume with every word, "ts coming over here, so she will find out about my sun 
potsoning, and then | wii! have two over-zealous nurses to contend with." 


Suddenly turning pale, he eased himself over to the couch and sat there, staring up hopelessly at 
his contrite brother. "Why, Rick? 1! spent most of yesterday wondering whether | was Imagining 
things, whether I had a prowler or just left the window open and didn't remember It." 


"You could have asked." 


“And listened to lecture number three hundred and ninety-nine on the fact that {'ve been working 
too hard? No, thanks. J still want to know why you didn't tell me Marlowe ate the cookies." 


Rick scuffed the toes of his boots agalnst his brother's Immaculate carpet. “I, uh," he muttered 
reluctantly at the floor, "I didn't want to ruin your weekend." 


(By L. Ae Carr) 


Rick, what did you do to my kitchen? 
This whole place Is a mess! 
Enchtlada extreordinaire? 

That would be my guess! 


Rick, what did you do to my deck? 
Disaster's an appropriate word! 
You think 409's going to do It? 
A crazy Idea! It's absurd! 


Rick, what did you do to Marlowe? 

He's shedding all over the couch! 

Get the vacuum, and get It all off, 

Or you're going to be screaming, "Ouch!" 


Rick, what did you do to my car? 
There're dents and scratches all over! 
One down one side, a top panel gone... 
And you did all this while sober? 


Rick, what did you do to the office? 
It looks I!ike thugs were In here! 

it was only you and Carlos? 

And you say you Just had four beers? 


Rick, what have you done to my II fe? 
Can | trade you In for another? 

No, I guess I'm kind of stuck with you, 
So you'll! have to do for a brother! 
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Their relationship seems an imposstble one, yet fans everywhere have been 
captivated by Catherine Chandler, the beautiful New York attorney, and 
Vincent, the gentle "beast" who dwells Belowee. 


"cose Ends® 


(By Kathle Hughes) 


“Hey!" Edie howled tn outrage as a dirty tittle boy collided with her on the sidewalk. The black 
woman's eyes flashed, and she reached out to grab the child. He eluded her deftly, and Instead 
shoved Into her companion, nearly knocking her to the ground. "Damn brat!" 


Catherine Chandler only laughed, righted herself, and with a free hand pushed her hair out of her 
eyese "No harm donee At least we still have our purses." She smiled wryly, and held up her 
Gucc! bag as evidence. 


The black woman noddede "Good thing, too- I'd have strangled the IIttle...® 


Catherine laughed agatn, Interrupting the tirade. "Come one We only have half an hour for Iunch 
todays Let's not waste It." Purposefully, she stepped off the curb and skirted the midtown 
Manhattan traffic, heading for their favour!te noontiIme hangout -- a street vendor whose chlll 
dogs were works of art. She clutched a note In her hand, pressed there by the street urchin 
during their encounter; they had exchanged a brief look and a smile before the boy scurried away. 


Without opening It, Catherine knew the note was from Vincent. 


"These kids today," Edle raged. "They're just like wild animals. Let me tell you, my mama 
would've tanned my hide If 1! ran around IIke that, knocking Into folks!" Emphatically, she bit 
Into her chilli dog. 


Her companion grinned. Edfe was a true friende And she was also Catherine's guide to the burled 
knowledge of the District Attorney's computer, and an absolute authority on the comings and 
goIngs of the office and staff. 


Normally, a discussfon of Edle's upbringing would have delighted her, but today, she had other 
things on her mind. Balancing her lunch, she carefully slid onto the bench beside her friend and 
propped the sloppy sandwich agafnst her purse. While Edfle rambled, she unfolded her note and 
scanned It, then read It more thoroughly. 


Cather Ine, 
Once agaln, ! must ask for your help. Two of the children have been burned, 
and Infection has set Ine Father has done what he can, but our stores of 


antibiotics are nearly depleted, and our sources Above pushed to thelr 
ltmits. Can you help? J have attached Father's IIst of what we need. 
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| will be walting et the Park tomorrow night at ten o'clock. If you cannot 
come, send word through Tommy. He will be In front of your bul!ding again 
tomorrow. 


What shall | do with al! these days and hours 
That must be counted ere | see thy face? 


Until tomorrow. 
--- Vincent 

She closed her eyes- Oh, Vincent, what are we doling to each other...? 
Hurriediy, she glanced at the IIst. Most of the Items were simple enough -- bandages, anti- 
septic, and the IIke; but some of the names were unfamIIl!ar -- Tetra-bld, Kelfex, and Pedlamycin. 
Getting them might be a IIttle tricky, but she would find a way. 
"Hey, girl, aren't you gonna eat?" Edle's volce broke Into her thoughts. 
"Uh-huh." 
"What's that?" Her friend leaned over, glancing at the crumpled paper. 


"Shopping IIst." 


"Oh. Well, 1! hope you're not planning to do any shopping now. We're late as It Ise" She 
pointed to her watch. 


"Oh, great! I've got a deposition at two o'clock." Catherine began to devour her chill dog, 
dribbling sauce down her hands and dangerously close to her expensive skirt. "I vote we find a 
cleaner place to eat next time," she sald, dabbIing at a spot with her napkin. 


"Yeah, and fess fattening." Edfe patted her slender stomach. 


Both women laughed as they cleaned up the mess. Deftiy, Catherine tossed a wadded-up napkin [nto 
the trash barrel from ten feet away, while Edle smiled tn admiration. 


"You know what, Cath? For a white chick, you're pretty hip." With a low chuckle, she headed for 
the street. 


t+ k& th 


Lieutenant Robert Herman closed the heavy meta! fille drawer, paused, then tugged It open agaln. 
A name had caught his eye. Impulsively, he pulled out a file and tossed It onto his desk. 


“What's this?" Sergeant Greg Powell asked, craning his neck to read the name. "Chandler, 
Catherine." He shrugged. “Doesn't mean anything to me." 


The older man chuckled, combing his fingers through his thick grey hair. "You're getting senile 
If you don't remember this one, buddy. Park Avenue soclalite, Junlor partner tn Daddy's law 
firm, attractive, well-connected. Your basic rich-blitch type with everything golng for her. 
Unfortunately, she had the bad luck to connect with some street scum who mistook her for a call 


* 104 * 


< a 


2 


Pe 


[om] 


: E| ea: | 








a 
| 



































girt. They left her to die with her face carved up- She turned up a couple of weeks later with 
amneslae Remember?" 


"Oh, yeahe The plastic surgeons put her back together agaln, didn't they?" 
"Good as newe Only now, she's got religion and Jo!Ined up with the DeA- 1 dunno, maybe she 


thinks she's golng to get back at the scum by prosecuting theme Anyway, she's making quite a 
name for herself over there." 


Powell noddede "I'll bet she's sttl! got that Park Avenue address, though." 

"You can belleve It! She's committed, but she's not stupid. Actually, she's dolng a pretty fair 
Job for use She even got that hooker, Carol..." He glanced at the fille. ..eCarol Stabler, to 
agree to testify against her pimp." 

The young Sergeant whistled. “Not bad for arich bitch. She must've showed her th!s picture." 
He reached over the desk and picked up a photograph from the files It showed Cathertne Chandler 


as she had looked when the police found her, with her face brutally scarred. "Ugh! Did they get 
a conviction?" 


Herman shook his head. "No, and that's the funny thing. Carol turned up dead tn a Viilage 
brownstone owned by a friend of Chandler's. But that’s not all. in the basement, we found the 
pimp and two of his buddies -- equally dead, and looking as !f they'd been ripped up by some blg 
animale We never found out what killed tem" 

Powell scratched his chin thoughtfully. "“Screwy. That why you're still Interested?" 

The older man shrugged. "| guess soe I hate loose ends." He orinned. "You know, there's one 
other weird thing that bothers me. When we looked the place over, we found some kind of tunnel 
In the basement. We checked It out, but It just led Into the sewers. Now, what kInd of place 
would have a tunnel [nto a sewer?" 

"Bolt hole?" 

"Could bee I don't knowe There's just something about this whole case that bothers me." 

tAnd you think Chandler's mixed up In It somewhere?" 

"She's the only lead |! have." 

"And another loose end?" 


"] guess so." 


“Well, we Just finished up the paperwork on the Crawford case, and the Captaln's pretty happy 
with you, so why not glve It a try?" 


Lieutenant Herman noddede "Maybe | will. Maybe J'I! Just find out what our Cathy Chandler does 
In her spare time." With a smile, he picked up the flle and dropped It Into his briefcase. 
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The walk through Central Park seemed longer than usuale A New Yorker all her IIlfe, Cathertne 
knew the dangers of the park at night, but except for a few ambitious Joggers and some street 
people, the path she followed was deserted. Awkwardly, she clutched a cumbersome box close to 
her body as she hurried along, half tn apprehension and half tn anticlpation of her meeting with 
Vincent. 


At tast! Despite her extensive training In self-defence, she was relleved to finally find 
herself before the concrete viaduct leading to the entrance to Below. To Vincent's world. 


With a smile, she ducked Inside. She took only a few steps before a famlllar cloaked figure ap- 
peared from the shadows. 


"Vincent!" she called, hurrying the last few feet. 


“It's good to see you, Catherine." The soft, raspy volce echoed through the tunnel as he took 
the package from her. "Come InsIde." 


Eagerly, she walted while he unlatched the fron gate and led her through, obl!vlous to the moving 
shadow that crept across the floor behind her. 


Robert Herman cautiously peered Into the tunnel as the two figures disappeared. He iried the 


gate, only to find It locked. Not unexpected, though. So, Cathy Chandler, you have a friend, 


and | just might have a case... 


Patiently, he settled himself against the wall to walt. After twenty years of police work, the 
cold and dampness of a stake-out were nothing new to him. He'd known worse. When the woman came 
back, he'd have some answers. 


In spite of himself, he shivered. i'm getting too old for this sort of thing... 

tte HH Ht 
"How did It happen?" Cathertne asked. 
"How do these things ever happen?" Vincent countered. “Mrs. McKelvey's cat wandered Into the 
furnace; the landlord picked that particular time to fire ft up; and the boys, wanting to help, 
decided to go In after the cat. Their burns are fairly sertous, but Father thinks they wil! 
heal." He smiled. “They did manage, by the way, to save the cat. Her whiskers are a little 
singed, but she fs fine.* 


Catherine smiled back. His account of the rescue of the cat Is so typical. He cares about 


sl end se ct: ch PP DN Al Dh RA lOc 
everyone and everything In this sheltered world of his... She felt at home here, warm and toved, 


more so than anywhere else she'd ever been, Including the Iuxurtous household where she'd grown 


up- The secret to her comfort, she knew, was Vincent himself. She would be at home wherever he 
W&Se 


She looked around the room, still marvelling at this place, carved from the steem tunnels beneath 
the Manhattan streets. Her relationship with Vincent had begun and grown here, where she had 


awakened to the trauma of her slashed face, where he had helped her to heal, both physically and 
emotionally. 


The room was ageless. Nothing had changed for years. It was as though she had stepped Into 
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another world, safe from the wildness of New York IIfee Everywhere she looked, she saw a clutter 
of books on every concelvable sub ject =< art, IIterature, blology, history, architecture <= books 
that were read, that were loved and absorbed, that were carefully put aside for the next reader. 
The walls were covered with fine reproductions, thelr Irregular shapes emphasizing the beauty of 
the art, and the fllckering light from the fireplace added Just the rfght touch of romance. It 
was a happy place, a noble place. 


Contentediy, she curled herself farther Into her threadbare armchair as her eyes finally came to 
rest upon her host. 


As usual, Vincent seemed to know her thoughts. "It Is not such a bad I!fe we IIve here, 
Catherine. Not even for the children." 


The glow from the fire reflected In his eyes as she tilted her head to study his face. Anywhere 
else, It might have been a face out of a nightmare, or a freak=show; here, It seemed right. He 
belonged to thls room, as much as Shakespeare om Degas dide His appearance was distinctly 
feline, a cross between man and Ifon- Reddish hale grew across his broad nose and up h!s fore 
heade A catifke mouth drew up at the corners, revealing sharp, carnivorous teeth when he smiled. 
His eyes were deep-set and silightly slanted, mirroring the Intelligence of the mane And around 
hts face flamed a magnificent mane of auburn halr, shaggy but soft and well-groomed. 


As he moved In his chair, gesturing to make a potnt, Catherine's attention shifted to his hands. 
Like his face, they were covered with reddish halr that did Ifttle to conceal their grace and 
powere The same could be sald for his body. He used It well, coupling the speed and agIIIty of 
a cat with the strength of a humane The result might have been a powerful, dangerous creature -=- 
but she knew Vincent was dangerous only to those who would harm others. One needs only to look 


Into his eyeseec. 


Fireltght glinted off the boots Vincent wore. The antiquated clothing, the standard Below, 
sulted hime Old=fashtoned- homespun shirts, velvety trousers, and nearly knee~hIgh boots were 
covered by a calf-length cloak. The effect, IIke his eyes, charmed her. Yes, he belongs here... 


He looked up suddenly, noticing her scrutiny. "Is something wrong?" 


"No," she answered, shaking her head "I was just looking at youe™ He turned away, his expres- 
ston sade "No!" she repeated. "Please- In the firelight, you're so beautiful..." 


With a jerk, he ralsed his head to meet her eyes again, a smile baring hIs pointed teeth. "In 
the eye of the beholder, perhaps?" 


"The beholder, yese And very glad to be here." 


He studied her In turn, then changed the subject. “Father was pleased with the medicinee | hope 
It did not cause you any problems." 


She shook her heads "No, none at all. {| have some connections, and a few people who owe me 
favours. { don't think a couple of bottles of antiblotics are going to get anyone Into trouble. 
Besides, I'm Just glad | could help." Gently, she reached across the space between them to lay 
her hand on his arm. 


"We will, of course, be happy to repay you for them..." 
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"Vincent, noe There's so little ! can do to helpe Let me do what | can. | owe you so much." 


He returned her smile and nodded. "Al! right." He ralsed his head as a serles of rapid bangings 
from overhead filtered Into the room. "They are busy tonIght." 


"It's such an Ingenlous Idea- A complete communications network all over the cIty, Just by 
banging on pipes." 


"Well, It's not quite perfect," he laughed. "“Occasfonally, some Irate tenant breaks Into the 
conversation and totally destroys our code. But we do the best we can. We have to use every- 


thing here, especlally our Imaginattons.e" He tapped his forehead. "We survive." 


"You more than survive, Vincent. You care for the homeless and the frightened. It's noble 
work." 


"But It can be dangerous." A grey-halred man dressed tn comfortable homespun entered the roon, 
his hands full of notebooks. A slight I!mp hampered his walk. “The drugs ere very welcome, 
Cathertnee- Thank youe" He smiled fondly. Over the past year, he had come to accept his foster 
son's unllkely friend; stnce they had taken her [n, horribly Injured and close to death, then 
returned her to her own world, he had come to realize what a valuable asset her friendship was. 


Yet, even now, Catherine could sense Father did not entirely approve of her -- or of her rela- 
tionship with Vincent. 


"Will the boys be all right?" she asked. 


"Yes, | think thelr burns will heal completely." He smiled wryly. “Maybe next time, they wil! 
think twice about venturing Into a furnace to rescue a pussycat." 


Somewhere, a clock struck the hour, followed by another burst of nolse from the pipes above. 
Reflextvely, Cathertne glanced at her watch. "It's getting late. | should go." 


With a sIgh, Vincent rose and, taking her hand, led her toward the stairs. "Goodnight, Father," 
she called back over her shoulder. 


"Goodnight, Catherine. Take care you are not seen. If anyone should find us..." 

Hts ftnal words were lost as they climbed back to Catherine's world. In the tunnel, Vincent 
paused for a moment to throw his long cloak around his shoulders and draw the hood around his 
face. 

"WIil 1 see you again soon?" Catherine asked at the gate. 

"Soon," he promised. The heavy cloak swung eround them as he slipped his arms around her. 
"Vincent, this Isn't fair," she murmured Into his chest. His reply was simply to tlighten his 
embrace and bury his face In her halr. Then, slowly, he released her until, Inches apart, thelr 


eyes met. 


"Cathertne, | never..." 
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"Miss Chandler!" Lteutenant Herman's voice split the alr lttke thunder. 


The couple jumped apart, Vincent tnstinctively pushing the startled Catherine behind him. His 
IIps parted In a flerce growl. 


Herman's eyes widened In alarm, but he stood his grounds “Lieutenant Robert Herman," he an- 
nounced shakIilye "N-Y=-P=D. I'd Ilke to ask you some questions.” The fafnt light In the tunnel 
glinted off the badge he held out before him. 


CatherIne fought to keep calm. She stepped around her companion, her hand on his arm. Beneath 
the layers of cloth, hls muscles were tense; he was ready to springe She gave him a warning 
look. "Lieutenant," she began, her mind racing, “we haven't broken any laws here.” 


"I'm sure | can find something,” he snapped. “How about trespassing on private property for 
starters? But we'll! Ignore that for now, If you'll cooperate." 


Squinting In the dim ifght, Cathertne finally remembered where she'd seen him beforee He was In 


charge of the Investigation of Carol Stabler's death! Inwardly, she groaned. He was an experl- 
enced cop who would not be put off easily. 


"Who's your friend, Miss Chandler?" The pollceman's volce was under careful control. 


With catlike grace, Vincent moved to her side, his face still parttally shlelded by the shadow of 
his hood. 


Herman watched him, peering around the hood as best he coulde “What are you?" 


Vincent remained stlent, and Catherine knew he had no answere She shifted nervously beside him, 
hoping the words to stall the policeman would come to her. But Vincent spoke first. 


"You're a brave man, Lieutenant," he sald quietly. Then, with I!fghtning speed, he moved to the 
man's side and flung his arm around his neck, pulling him back agalnst the wall. "Go, 
Catherine!" he commanded. 


"Vincent, no, please! Let him go!" she begged. 


"Catherine, go! | will not hurt him, | promise." HIs words were a whispered message the strug- 
gling officer falled to hear. 


With a frantic look, Catherine ran for the viaduct. When she reached the opentng Into the park, 
she stopped, and leaned against the curved wall to catch her breath. Running away was not her 
style, and the thought of Vincent alone with the other man chilled her. She knew she could trust 
Vincent -- but Herman was an unknown quantity. 


Defiantly, she turned and ran back [Into the tunnel. At the gate, she found a dazed Lieutenant 
Herman sitting on the ground, gingerly rubbing his necks Vincent was nowhere to be seen, and the 


gate was securely locked. 


Cautiously, she stooped down next to the mane "Lieutenant, are you all right?" she asked, offer- 
Ing hIm her hand. 


He glared at her silently for a moment, then rose shakIly to his feet. “I! guess soe" He 
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stretched experimentally. “No thanks to your friend." They stared at each other In the falnt 
light. "You're going to answer some questions, or I'm golng to place you under arrest." 


“Lleutenant, foo." 


“t know, you're a fancy lawyer, but | can find a reason to hold you == and wouldn't your boss 
Itke to find that report on his desk In the morning? Now, what'll It be? Questions over coffee, 
or down at the station?" He rubbed his neck agaln. "Your friend has quite a grip." 





She smiled at hime “Yes, he does, doesn't he? There's a coffee shop across from the park. 
Let's go." She turned, and led the way out of the tunnel. 


e&enk & & 


"Wake up, girif! It's almost time to go home!" Edle called merrily as she passed CatherIne's 
desks Abruptliy, she changed her mind, turned, and leaned over her friend. "A little friendly 
advice?" At the other woman's nod, she continued. “You look terrible. Why don't you take a few 
days off?" 


She looked up Into the black woman's sympathetic face and sighed. "Maybe I will. 1! haven't been 
sleeptng very well lately." 


"That guy again, huh? Well, I'm not gonna tell you your busIness, but It looks to me IIke you're 
headed for some bad times. Why don't you just tell him to get lost?" At the expresslon on her 
friend's face, she stoppede “Okay, back off. | gotchae ! just don't want to see you hurt, 
that's all." 


Catherine smiled, and sald softly, "I knowe Thanks-" She squeezed the other woman's hand. 
"This Is really complicated, Edie." 


"Sorrys Just let me know [If 1 can helpe And get some rest, huh? You look IIke death warmed 
over." 


Oh, Edle, If It were only that simple... Each time she closed her eyes, she saw Vincent's face, 


and heard Lieutenant Herman's questions over and over agaln. 


Who Is he? What Is he? What were you dolng down In that viaduct? What's behind the locked 
gate? And what did he have to do with the deaths of Marty Belmont and his men? 


Most of the questions were easy to evadee To others, she gave half answers. Her training 
helped, of coursee That, and the fact that the Lleutenant had nothing substantial to go on = no 
facts, no evidence, Just hIs own fear and prejudice. But she knew he wouldn't glve up. 


The day after she talked to Herman, she'd returned to the park, only to find the tunne! sealed by 
tons of rock and debris. Vincent had worked quickly. Since then, there had been no word from 
him -- not that she expected anye How can he be sure I didn't betray him? 


She hoped he could feel her loyalty, read It In her thoughts as he could read her other emotions, 
so she concentrated, and prayed he was safe. 


It seems Father was right all along. I'm dangerous to Vincent, and to the whole city Belowee. 


She closed her eyes. The time had come to make a decision, and she couldn't allow her own 
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selfish love for Vincent to destroy his world. Silently, she vowed to let him go — and the only 
way to do that was to go away herself. 


Slowly, she reached for the telephonee "Operator," she sald Into the recelver, "I'd like a 
number In Los Angeles..." 


axe HE EH 


The days passed, and Lieutenant Herman was no closer to an answer than beforee He was s!itting at 
his desk with a scowl! on his face, studyIng the case folder before him without really seelng It, 
when Greg Powel! poked his head In the door. 


“Anything new?" the Sergeant asked, slumping Into a chalr, stlently praying for some rellef from 
his partner's black mood. 


“Nothinge None of the leads panned out. Even talking to Chandler the other night didn't give me 
muche Okay, her lover's a freak, so what? It Isn't Illegal. Kinky, maybe, but not Illegal. 
That tunnel they went Into Is now one blg plle of rock. Another dead end." He slammed the 
folder shut and rubbed his eyes. "I really don’t think Chandler Its responsible for Belmont's 
death, but her boy-friend Is another story. It ali fits. You should've seen those teeth!" 


"Bad, huh?" Powell asked. 


The look on his face told Herman the young Sergeant didn't really buy his story of the !lonman, 
and he had no proofe "Linus the Llion-Hearted, he was not!" he sald emphatically, but with a 
gine 


Powell chuckled. "So what happens now?" 


"Beats me» | guess | can keep follow!Ing Chandler, but If { know her, she'II avold him IIke the 
plague, and you know what It's [Ike to try to find somebody In th!ls clty when he doesn't want to 
be found. The leads are drying up, Greg, and the Captain's not gotng to give me forever." 


"You'd better be careful pushing Chandler. She's got pretty good connections." 

"Yeah, | know, but I'm not too worrled. This one's got scruples. She's not giving anything 
away, but she’s not makIng waves, elther." He got up from his chalr and paced around the small 
office. "God, I hate loose ends!" 


"I know," the Sergeant replied sympathetically. "But worry about It tomorrow, will you? It's 
time to go home." 


"Yeah, maybe 1°11 go home and worry about ft there, Instead. Let's go.” 


e*een tet 


The chil! October air whipped across the terrace as Catherine stood gazing out over the clIty. 
She was torn between her longing to see Vincent and her dread of the confrontation she knew would 
have to take place sooner or later. For the last three nights, she had stood and walted for hin, 
alternately hoping and fearing he would come, rehearsing what she would say to him when he did. 
it's only a matter of time... 
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She leaned against the rafting and watched the distant traffic below. Below that was his world, 
a world she had vowed never to see agaln. 


A gust of wind blew her hair back from her face, stinging her eyese She crossed her arms over 
her chest, hugging her hands to warm them. The cold cut through her. He's not comIngeee She 
turned to go Ine 


Suddenly, he was there, stepping out of the shadows and Into the IIght that streamed from the 
apartment. 


"Vincent," she sald softly, seelIng the pain on his face. "I'm sorryeee” 

"Don't be." 

"But | am 

“There are always risks. This time, we were unlucky." 

"| didn't betray you." 

“| knowe | knew you would not." 

They lapsed Into silence, uncomfortable with each other for the first time stInce thelr meeting. 


Vincent broke the silence. "Is the Lieutenant stil! looking for me?" He gazed down at the 
street. 


"| don't know. He may be. 1 haven't seen him stnce he talked to me that night. I told him we 
were lovers. I'm sorry, but It's what he wanted to bellevee 1! told him we met there to be 
alone. It was easter to Ile." 


"There Is no need to be sorry, Catherine." His voice held a bitter edge she had never heard 
beforee “Let him think whatever he wants about use I+ does not matter." 


HesItantly, she reached for his hand, feeling the power there. When he turned to face her, his 
eyes held such pain that she could fee! the tears spring to hers. 


"| love you, Catherine.” 


"And | love you, Vincent. But ! can't hurt you by letting others destroy your world. It's time 
for me to leave New York." Her stomach fturched as she sald the words. 


For a few moments, they were silent agatne Finally, Vincent sighed and turned away from her. 
"Perhaps you are right. Where will you go?" he asked flatly. 


"I've been offered a Job In Callfornta, -dolng what | do here." She forced the words to cover her 
tears. 


He nodded, but remained silent for a time, studying the rows of tiny vehicles far below them. 
"You should go, then." 


"Vincent, Jeo" 
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"Cathertne, do not make It more difficult." Slowly, he pulled hls hand from hers and turned to 
gOec 


"Vincent." The two syllables were fllled with al! her unhappIness, and he paused for a moment, 
then climbed over the ralling to begin his descent. 


""Iin every parting, there Is an Image of death.’ Goodbye, Catherine." The words floated back to 
her from the darkness. 


She slowly walked back Into her apartment, and locked the door behInd her. 


eee eH 


Glare from the airplane window made CatherIne squint as the jet circled Los Angeles Internattonal 
Alrport. The strength of the Callfornla sun was one of the things she would have to get used to 
In her new Il fe <= one of many things. 


"And what will you be doing In your job, dear?" her elderly seat-mate asked. Throughout the 
flight, the woman had babbled Incessantly about various children and grandchIIdren. Only now, as 
they neared the runway, did she turn the conversation to the younger woman. 


"I'll be working for the District Attorney's office In Los Angeles." 
"Oh, you're a secretary?" She brightened. "Now, my niece Mary Is a legal secretary, and she..." 


"Actually, I'm a lawyer," Catherine corrected her. Once, she might have been offended, but 
Vincent had taught her tolerance for the prejudices of others. Now, the chauvinIstic assumption 
only amused her. 


"Ohe™ The woman patted a strand of blulsh hair back Into place. “Well, {It looks IIke we're 
finally going to land." 


Relleved not to have to defend her right to the Job, Catherine turned back to the window, her 
eyes once again assaulted by the bright glare from the concrete. She wasn't convinced that 
trading New York's chill for the Los Angeles smog was a falr deal, and she would mlss the damp, 
sooty New York days -- and nights. 


The thought of the night brought vistons of shadows, all of which turned Into Vincent when she 
closed her eyes. The pain In his face haunted her, and she couldn't make the Image go away. 


It*s been a monthee. 


A jolt brought her back to reality. 


"Here we are!" her seat-mate announced needlessly. "That wasn't so bad, was It?" The woman 
bustled about, gathering her things, glving CathertIne time to collect her thoughts. 


She took a deep breath. When | walk out of thls airport, | walk Into a new IIfe. New York ts 


behind me. Vincent ts behind me. She smiled bravely, but after a moment, the smile slipped, and 


she shook her head. Everything seems so easy In the dayll ght... 
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Lleutenant Herman swayed with the motion of the subway car. He seldom rode the trains, but his 
car was tn the shop again, and nobody he knew seemed to be gotng hls way at this late hour. Oh, 
well, serves me right, staying at my desk untI! three In the morning. Anyway, It won't hurt me 
to do what thousands of New Yorkers do every day. 


He watched the faces of the people around him as the iratn's doors sitd open and closed.e Most 
were solemn, dull, aimost deade A few smiled, and some made hits skin crawle He wondered what 
they were thinking, then decided he didn't want to know. Finally, he recognized his stop and 
worked his way to the exit. Outside, on the platform, a few people loltered. Even at three tn 
the morning, New York was allfve. 


Stuffing h!is unread newspaper under his arm, Herman headed for the stairs leading to the street, 
but a sl!lght nolse stopped him In his trackse {t was nothing more than a whimper -=- but It was 
enough to trigger the curlosity of a career cope Voices followed, then laughter, and that 
peculfar nolse agalIne It's Ike the sound a kitten makes when [ts tall Is pulledee. 


Cautiously, he rounded the corner of a news-stand, and saw three youths and a young girt. One of 
the boys held thelr victim tightly, hfs hand clamped over her mouth, while the other two slowly 
and sadistically peeled off her clothing, plece by plece. 


Herman hated situations ttke this, not IItkIng to act with no back-up, but he had hIs principles. 
Quickly, he dropped the newspaper and reached for his gun and badgee "Police officer! Freeze! 
Let the girl go, and keep your hands [n slIght!" 


The youths frozee One shoved the hysterical girl to the ground; she lay there, her eyes wide 
with horror. Time stopped for a moment, as each of the actors In the Iittle human drama sized up 
the situation. 


Finally, one of the boys began to laugh» "Hey, man, you're way outta your league. This is our 
turf. Why don't you make Itke a good boy, and get the hel! outta here?" The others Jeered their 
support and advanced on Herman, who levelled his gune He knew self=preservation would eventually 
outwelgh h!is distaste for shooting a kide 


Suddenly, hIs gun hand was jerked up and back, grabbed from behind by another youth who had 
apparently acted == none too successfully == as the look-out. Two more followed, and spun him 
around to face them A IIt clgarette dangled Inches from his eyese He coughed refiexively from 
the smoke while the boys laughed. 


"You're a fool, man," the first youth pofnted out as he strolled over to the policeman. "You 
should've split when you had the chance." Herman winced as his arm was drawn tighter behind him. 
Now, we still have her, and we have you, too. Hey, maybe you'd IIke to watch? Everybody gets a 
turn." 


Another boy gIlggled. “Maybe he wants to help?" That brought general laughter from the gang, and 
a gasp from the girl. One of the youths pulled her to her feet and shoved her hard against the 
Lieutenant. He swallowed. She looked about fifteen, the same age as most of the boys-e He 


closed his eyes. 


"C'mon, man, have a feel!" the spokesman urged. 
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Suddenly, Herman heard a low, menacing growle God, now they've got a dog! The grow! grew 
louder, and a shape emerged from the shadows. 


Cloak swinging and mane fly!ng, Vincent launched himself Into the circle of youthse The boys who 
held Herman let go In panic and retreated, stumbling over the girl, who had fallen back to the 
ground with a whimper. 


Almost Involuntartly, the pollceman's tralning took over. With all his might, Herman rammed an 
elbow Into the stomach of the youth nearest him, the gang's spokesman. The boy hit the ground 
hard and sprawled there for a moment. 


Vincent, In turn, rounded on two others, sending one youth flying Into a wall and the other 
fleeing up the stairs. 


Forgotten, the young leader rose bravely to his feet, drew a knife, and advanced on Herman. The 
Lieutenant recognized the danger too late, and as he turned, the knife grazed his arm from elbow 
to wist. With a wince, he held his ground and deftly kicked the boy's feet out from under him. 


Vincent added the final touch when, fangs bared, he descended on the fallen youth and I! fted him 
to his feet. The boy struggled, managing to slip from Vincent's grasp, and followed hls friends 
up the stairs to the street. The girl, as much frightened by her benefactor as by her assal!- 
ants, was nowhere to be seen. 


Exhausted, the policeman sagged to the ground, cradling hIs Injured arm. Without a word, Vincent 
stooped to examine the slash, gently turning the arm to the dim IIght. 


Herman looked Into hIs eyes, tension drawing his face taut. "Thank you," he sald grudgingly, 
easing out of his coat to allow the other man to stop the bleeding with his handkerchlet. " 
don't know why you're here, but | guess I'm glad you are." 


"{ thought It best to keep an eye on youe And | do not IIke to see people hurt." 


The Lleutenant snorted. "Looks Ike you do your share of hurting. First Belmont and hls boys 
last winter, and now this bunch. 1 don't know whether to consider you the caped crusader a a 


-one=man crime wave." 


Vincent turned awaye "| help those |! can, those who want my helps That girl needed my help 
tonight. Apparently, you thought she needed yours. {f you had not thought so, you would not 
have come to her alde Your world Is a dangerous and unhappy place. [| spend as IIittle time here 
as | must." 


“My world? This Isn't my world. 1 didn't make It this ways 1 suppose It's better ITving down 
In the sewers, under the streets?" 


"The measure of clvilftsation Is not always how tall the bulldings grow, Lieutenant." 


"Civillsation?” Herman scoffed. “And how about your girl=frtend, Cathy Chandler? ts that the 
life you're planning for her?" 


"That ts her business and mine." 


"Is that why she left you?" Herman smiled at his reaction. "Sore sub ject, huh? Well, you 
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couldn't really expect Itlttle Miss Park Avenue to tramp around In the sewers with you for the 


rest of her life, could you? After the novelty wore off, she was bound to go right back to her 
good Itfe." 


Vincent finished the makeshift bandage and helped the other man to his feet» "You are a smart 
man, Lieutenant Herman, but you understand very IIttle about people. Why do you hate me?" 


Herman blinked; the question had caught him off guard. ! don’t IIke vigilantes," he answered at 
last. "They get In my way." 


“Ah, | seee Or people who threaten the concept of what the world should be." The pol tceman 
shrugged. "You had better have that arm looked at. If you go back to the platform, | em certaln 


someone will help you find a policeman to make your report to and to see you home. Forgive me It 
| do not escort you." 


"i'm going to keep an eye on you," the Lieutenant promised. "If something strange happens again, 
[Il know right where to look." He pofnted to the ground. “We don't care much for people who 
take the law Into thelr own hands. Just ask Bernard Goetz." The last remark was an afterthought 
and went unheard; Vincent was gone. 


— 


Why do | hate him? Herman wondered. With a shrug that hurt his arm, he headed for the platform 
and home. 


* & HH 


Cathertne leaned back agalnst the love-seat In her Glendale apartment. Another Sunday afternoon 
half gone, and her briefcase full of paperwork still lay unopened. Around her, boxes cluttered 
the sparsely furnished room; some were open, but many were still sealed with the moving company's 
Tape» In disgust, she stood up and kicked a plilow lying on the floor. Why can't | get moving? 
Why can't | make myself open up these boxes and put things Into thelr proper places? 


Deep down, though, she knew why, and the thought left her empty. The boxes held too many mem- 
oles, and she couldn't bear to bring them Into her new IIfe. 


“My God, Cathy," she sald aloud. “It's been flve months! Get with ft!" 


Giving herself a mental kick In the pants, she resolutely marched over to a ca*ton by the terrace 
door, ripped the tape from It, and unfolded the flaps, then knelt beside It and peered tnstde. 
It was filled with knick=-knacks from her New York apartment <= a porcelain snow goose given to 
her by her father one year after they'd vacatloned In Canada; a slily statue reading "#1 Lawyer" 
that Joe had presented to her after she'd won her first case; other old, famillar momentoes. 


Fondly, she took each article from {its wrappIngs and placed It on the floor. Each had a spectal 
place In her old apartment, but... How can | make them fit In heree..-? 


Vistons of the cozy elegance of her New York flat came back to her -- a flat now occupled by a 
soclology professor on sabbatical to study Manhattan's street people. The thought almost made 
her smile, and she reached deeper Into the box, drawing out a photograph In a cheap gold frame, 
one Edie had given her. It showed the D.A-'s staff. "So as not to forget us..." 


Catherine looked at It closely and laughed. Dyed=In=-the-wool New Yorkems, every one, they 
g-inned back at her. What a motley crew! Gently, she placed the picture on the floore How 
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different they are from the staff of the Los Angeles office! 


She realltzed Californians percelved things differently, but hadn't realized how differently until 
her secretary Joyce called In sick on Thursday because It was ralning; she sald dampness made her 
sneeze. Catherine wondered wickedly how long the poor dear would last In New York, and shook her 
head. 


She looked out the window, past the terrace ralling. The sun beat down on a city that seemed 
composed entirely of asphalt. She shlelded her eyes for a moment, then rose and pulled the 
drapes closed. Callfornlae-e! 


With a sigh, she forced herself back to work. Carefully, she unwrapped a tiny silver bell that 
had belonged to her mother and agaln reached Into the box. This time, she withdrew a filmsy 
cardboard container provided by the movers. Curlously, she opened It and peeked Inside. 


The smell of roses assaulted her as she {Ifted out four dried rose-buds, carefully preserved and 
packed. Vincent had given them to her, one by one, or left them on her terrace. Sometimes, 
there was a note or a small gift with them. But always, they were given with love. 


This Its too muchee.!? 


She set the box down and scooted away from It, clutching her hands In her lape Memories washed 
over her =-- Vincent's face, his smile, hls touch; the Incredible beauty and peace of Below, and 
Its terrors; the happy, ragged children who IIved there; and Vincent again, cape swingIng, 
rushing to her rescue. As she sat there on the floor, a volce seemed to explode In her mind. 


"Catherine!" It howled tn anguish. 


Tears streaming down her face, she looked around the room. This Isn't my home, my IIfe, this | 


world of highway vigilantes, roller-skating gurus, and publicity-seeking debutantes... No, her 


life was back In New York with her father, Edie, and Joe. And most Importantly, with Vincent. 


She smiled, wiped the tears from her face with the back of her hand, and crawled back to the box. 
With renewed resolution, she began to pack. 


* &£e Ht 


"Shh, It's Cathy!" Edle crled, frantically waving her hand to hush the commotion around her desk. 
"Yeah," she continued Into the telephone. A smile spread across her face. "Yeah? When? Are 
you sure? He did? All right!" She bounced In her seat, excitement shining tn her eyes. “She's 
coming back!" she exulted to the assembled staff. "For good! Yeah! Yeah, | can do that. Sure. 
Wait a minute." She scrabbled for paper and pen. "Okay, | have It -- call the phone company, 
end water and gas. You sure that guy's gonna be out of your apartment? Okay, !f you're sure. 
Yeah, | will. See you soon!" 


She hung up the telephone with a shout of Joy. "She'll be back on Monday! In her old Job, In 
her old apartment, and ready to take on anything we can dish out!" 


Those around the desk smiled; a few rolled thelr eyes. Cathy Chandler's zeal had not made her 
everyone's favourlte, but most respected her abilittes and would be glad to have her back. 


"Oh," Edle continued, “she sald to say ‘hI* to everyone -- until she can tell you for herself, 
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that Is." She giggled. “Now, go away, and let me get to work. {| got a lot of calls to make!" 


%& & He & 


Vincent sat In his usual spot on the roof of Catherine's old apartment bullding, looking down at 
the city. Not for the first time tn hls lonely I!fe, he was tempted to filling himself over the 
ratling. It would be so easy to do, Just one simple act... But the thought of the effect on 
those he loved, on those who loved and relled on him, stopped him once again. 


With a sigh, he dropped his chIn to hls chest, the hood he wore folding around hIs face. It was 
slx months sInce she'd gone -- s!x months of paln, of forcing himself through the dally routine, 
of throwing himself even more Into the IIves of the people Below. And he never stopped missing 
her. 


"Catherine," he sald softly, just to hear her name. The psychIc bond between them had loosened 
somewhat with distance and time, giving him hope that some day he would be free; but now and 
then, he still felt a twinge of her pain of pleasure. He hoped that, somehow, she was happy, and 
felt she would try to make herself so, yet longed to have her share his torment. 


How selfish, he thought, and smiled wanly.- Careful, Vincent. Beware of displaying human emo- 


tions or weaknesses. But then, I'm not completely human, am 1? He laughed bitterly. Self-plty 


now, too? What would Father say? "Be glad of what you are. Rejolce In your strengths..." 
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He got to his feet, and leaned against the ralling. The clty Is beaut!ful from here. No wonder 


she loved this terrace so much. How can anyone be bitter or lonely with this before him? 
ee ee ee ee ee 


Suddenly, as he relaxed, he could feel her presence, stronger than he had felt Itt In months. 


she's here, In the city! He roared hts Joy. Find me! he willed, and ran for the stalrway. 


*& & HR 


Catherine dropped her sultcase on the IIvIng room floor and checked over the apartment. The 
lights were on, the telephone was working, and the place was warm. Edle did her job well... 
Now, her first priority was to see Vincent, and there was no time to send a messagee She would 
have to find him on her own. 


Stealthily, she made her way through the crowded streets to an abandoned bullding; as far as she 
Knew, It was the the entrance nearest to the plpe chamber, and she and Vincent had used It on 
several occasions. Dangerous, she thought, survey!ng the nelghbourhood, but she had to risk It. 
The trick would be finding her way through the maze of tunnels, most of which were unfami iter. 
But she knew If she could Just reach the pIpe chamber, someone. would find Vincent for her. 


Trash filled the alley alongstde the old bullding. With a deep breath, she heaved herself over 
the sill of a broken window and dropped to the floor Inside. Everywhere, the shadows came allve. 


Ratse..-! She shuddered. Blocking them from her mind, she hurried to the basement door and 


pushed her way through, descending the rickety stairs as fast as she could. 


Suddenly, a nolse stopped her tn her tracks. Holding her breath, she backed against a wall, 
Inched her way around a corner, and walted. 


Soft sounds surrounded her, but she couldn't be sure whether they were footsteps or just rats. A 
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furry rodent brushed agalnst her leg, and she bit her IIp to stifle a scream. 


In the darkness, the few minutes she walted seemed Ifke hours, but at last she felt I+ was safe 
to continue. Cautltously, she edged her way to a crack In the masonry that led to the sewer, then 
climbed through the hole and out Into the faint IIght of the tunnel. 


She hesitated. The basement was bad enough, but the sewer frightened her even more. Water 
dripped around her, streaming down the walls and running through an open concrete trench. With- 
out Vincent's comforting presence, that ditch seemed a mile wide. She swallowed, and glanced up 
and down the tunnel for a narrower crossing. 


"Not easy without him, Is It?" 
The voice startled her. “Lieutenant Herman?" she gasped. “How did you know | was here?" 


"| followed youe I! thought you'd never come out of that basement." At the look on her face, he 
couldn't help laughing. "Come on, Miss Chandler, certainly you know | have my sples In the 
D.A-'s office. Not everyone Is as enamoured of thelr fastest-rising young star as little Edle 
Ise They told me you were coming In tonight, and | followed you from the airport. Not so hard, 
really." 


"Why?" 

"Let's just say | don't ITke loose ends." 

"And Vincent's a loose end?" 

"Yeah, you might say that. I've had some time to think about him over the last few months." He 
strolled up and down along the ditch across from her. “Maybe he has a polnt, after all. He 
takes care of hls world down here..." He waved a hand, Indicating the sewer. “And | take care 
of mine up there." He polnted to the ceflIng.e “Looks to me like we're both Just dolng our Jobs. 
Case closede" He dropped his hands to his sides. "i Just wanted to tel! you that." 


"You could have called me." 


"And give up the opportunity for a great scene? No waye Your friend Vincent isn't the only one 
with a flair for the dramatic." He struck an exaggerated pose. 


She shook her head, smilinge “I'm not sure | understand, but | do thank you." 


He shrugged, back In the réle of the weary police officer. "Can | give you a hand?" he asked, 
stretching his arm across to her. 


With a nervous laugh, she took hold of his wrist and Jumped the gap, skidding a little on the 
slippery floor. He steadied her. “Thank you again." 


“We serve and protect." He bowed, then jumped back over the trench. "Goodbye. And good luck." 
He turned and disappeered through the gap In the wall she had used only moments earl ler. 


CatherIne watched him go, then peered Into the semi-darkness before her. Somewhere along this 


stretch of tunnel, there was an entrance. At last, she spotted It, but her relief was short- 
itved. In the passageway, blocking her entrance, stood a large black man with an extremely 
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aggressIive stance. 
She smiled uncertalInly.- "lt need to see Vincent." 
"Who?" he asked sternly, shining a flashi!lght Into her eyes. 


"Vincent. I'm a friend. My name's Cathertne Chandler." Her smile faded as she squinted Into 
the IIght. She wasn't sure !f he was one of Vincent's people or not, and even her hard-earned 
street-fighting skIif!ls would be of IIttle use agalnst someone his size. She shifted nervously. 
"Please, | need to get a message to him WII! you help me?" 


He studied her for a moment, then moved the IIght out of her eyes. "I remember you nowe You're 
Vincent's Catherine. He'll be glad to see you." 


She stared at him, her eyes finally adjusting to the poor IIight. "Winslow!" she laughed, re- 
Iteved. "! didn't recognize you." 


"Where do you want to go?" he asked. 
“The pipe chamber. ! should be able to get a message to him from there." 


The black man nodded, and led her down a rulned staircase. They crawled through the broken walls 
of foundations and hurried down what seemed like miles of tunnels before the distant bangIngs on 
the pipes grew almost painfully loud. At last, they emerged Into a huge cavern where hundreds of 
plpes converged. At its centre, moving almost frantically ebout his duties, was a wiry little 
mane 


"Oh, helloe Haven't seen you for awhile." 
“Hello, Pascale I've been awaye Can you help me find Vincent?" 


"Of course, of course. What would you like to say to him? Oh, Just a minute, message coming 
through..." He IIstened Intently, scribbled a few words on a pad of paper, then banged his 
response In rapid code on the set of pipes before him. He walted, then repeated the message. 
Satisfied, he turned back to her. "Sorry. Now, what was It? Oh, yes, a message to Vincent." 


"| need to find him. Just tell him i'm here and want to see him. t'I!l walt here, If It's all 
right?" She looked to Winslow for approval, and he nodded. "That's all." She walted expect- 
antly as Pascal sent the message. “WIII he answer?" 


"Don't know. Maybee Just a minute." He IIstened, scribbled, and banged a reply. "Not for 
you," he explained. “Sorry." 


Disappotnted, Catherine leaned against the wall. She knew she might have to walt all night If 
Vincent were out In the city -=- but If It took that long, so be It. She had walted sIx months; 
what was another few hours? 


The messages continued to come and go, end soon her presence was forgotten. Winslow returned to 
his duties In the tunnels, and Pascal continued to work tirelessly. Alone, CatherIne stood by 
the wall, clearing her mind, concentrating. If he can stI!l read me, maybe this Is the way... 


i'm here, Vincent. I'm In New York, and !'m In the plIpe chamber... 
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"| know." He hurried to her from the tunnel. "{! was far away, and It took me this long to reach 
youe I'm sorryee." 


She faunched herself at him, throwing her arms around him. "Oh, Vincent, I'm the one who's 
sorry. | should never have left." 


He remalned silent, but held her tlghter. Finally, he released her and looked Into her eyes. 
"There has been no IIife without you." 


"| know," she whispered. "I couldn't walt to get back." Tears started In her eyes, and he held 
her close againe She sighed. "Vincent, what's golng to happen to us?" 


"| don't know, CathertIne." He closed his eyes and held her even tighter. 


Finally, they stepped apart, laughing; the banging In the cavern had become deafening. “Let's go 
somewhere quieter," she suggested. 


He shook his head and tapped one ear. The plipes rang around them. 
"Quieter!" she shouted, poltnting upward. 


He nodded and Jaughed aloud. “Welcome home, Catherine!" 


%* HHH 


The spring breeze off the river tangled Catherine's raincoat eround her legs as she leaned 
against the rall. Below her, moonlight reflected off the water between the shifting shadows of 
the bridge towers. Except for a pair of lovers, the walkway was deserted. 

That afternoon, she'd gotten a message from Vincent, asking her to meet him, and she'd cancelled 
an appotntment In order to see him. It was no sacrifice, but she was worrled. What's wrong? Is 
he Ill, or tn trouble? Is someone hurt? Or does he just want to see me-.-? 


She started as he appeered from the shadow of one of the towers, then laughed at herself. How 
long will It take me to get used to his silent comings and golngs? "Vincent," she called softly. 


“Hello, Cather Ine." 


He held her for several long moments, resting his chin agalnst her hair. These times alone 
together were always the best. "Thank you for coming." 


"DId you think | wouldn't? Js anything wrong?" 


He smiled at her worry, dispelling It. "No, we just need some legal advice. But that can walt. 
Let's walk awhile.™ 


Content, she nodded, and slipped her arm around his walst. “All right. { have so much fo tell 
yOucee"™ 


Together, they crossed the bridge. 
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As our readers are no doubt by this time aware, the follow!Ing story under- 
went a complete change of authorship following publication of Part If tn our 
predecessor fanzine PURPLE AND ORANGE? == which ceased publication followtng 
Issue #20 solely because the editorial staff chose to go on to other, more 
professionally satIsfytIng fanzInes under the OSIRIS banner. However, be- 
cause of the terms of the copyright under which we operate, confirmed by a 
written agreement with the principal original author, the story remained the 
exclusive property of OSIRIS Publications. What follows should therefore 
not be confused with any other story bearing the same title, as no one else 
is legally authorized to continue thls adventure. 


For the Information of our readers, and despite comments publ Ished elsewhere 
by Individuals no longer assoclated with OSIRIS Publications, we were never 
"blackmal led/coerced/convinced/bribed...to try this story as e serlalliza- 
tion." It was, according to the original authors and perpetrators, to be a 
serfes of related short storles, each one complete [In Itself. Needless to 
say, we were misled -- but do not wish to mislead our readers, to whom we 
apologize for any mlsunderstanding or Inconventence this sIttuation may have 
caused. 


FollowIng Is the conclusion of the only authentic, legally authorized 
version of: 


"Survive the Alltance*® 
(By LIsa Mudano) 


(From an ortginal treatment created for OSIRIS Publications 
by Sharon Monroe and J.D. Rich) 


FROM THE AUTHOR: For those of you who've joined us late, It's about time! {'m tempted to tell 
you to Just go back and buy the three Issues holding the lead-In Installments to this mess, but 
my editor tells me a proper summary of events to date Is only courteous. However, I personally 
still think you should go back and buy the three Issues. 


Okay, tn case you ectually are Just tuning In, "Survive the Allfance" Is a cross-unlverse story 
of epic (Tee, ludicrous) proportions. I'm sure all of us at one time or another have had Ideas 
for a cross-unlverse story. That's when you think, "Gee, |! wonder what would happen If Starbuck 
ever met Han Soloee.?" 


Well, once upon a time, a couple of people got together and wondered what would happen If the 
Visttors of V (both mint-serfes and series) turned out to be the creators of the Cylons of 
BATTLESTAR GALACTICA. Assume the two established story-lIInes take place sImultaneously, and 
you're off. Add In several other California-based television sertes Itke THE A-TEAM, KNIGHT 
RIDER, and AIRWOLF, and you're ready for the funny farm! 
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Imagine getting the opportunity to play god In a unlverse Itke this! The possibilities are 
endiesse And when you have an editor with an equally sick sense of humour, writing this monster 
can be a blaste (1 wonder, though, what she'd have thought {ff I'd actually tnserted a moose, a 
ja MONTY PYTHON AND THE HOLY GRAIL? Probably wouldn't have blinked. Everything else Is here...) 


Okay, okay -- | know I'm procrastinating. Give me a break! | hate writing Intros. But here It 
Is, at last -- the SUMMARY! (Ooh, ah!) 


*Desperate for help agalnst the allen Visttors, the Los Angeles Res!Istance, 
headed by Mike Donovan and Julle Perrish, sent a message Into space, asking 
for ald from the Visitors’ anclent enemles, a robotic race known as the 
Cylons. Since the battlestar GALACTICA and her Fleet were between Earth and 
the Cylons, they picked up the sIgnal, and determined Earth's coordinates. 
They were over Joyed -- but sImultaneously were horrified to realtze that, If 
they heard the broadcast, chances were the Cylons did, too. Gathering 
everyone In the Fleet together, they headed for Earth at Warp Nine. 
(Whoops! That one Isn't In here! At any rate, they rushed to Earth as fast 
as they could. )* 


*Since that still wasn't very fast, In the Interim the Visitor Leader showed 
up on Earthe Peace was declared; the ev!i Visitor Commander Dlana was 
Imprisoned; and the Leader, the Starchild Ellzabeth Maxwe!!, and her woul!ld- 
be lover Kyle Bates flew off to the stars to set up housekeeping. Dtana, 
however, had other Ideas; In the process of escaping [C'mon, you knew she 
was golIng to!), she planted a bomb aboard the Leader's shuttle. I+ deto- 
nated, and -- contrary to popular rumour <-- all aboard were killed 
Instant ly.* 


*Undaunted and, of course, unInformed, the GALACTICA sent out a recon 
patrol, consisting In part of [Guess who!] that tntrep!Id duo, Captain Apollo 


. and Lieutenant Starbuck. Almost as soon as they Invaded Callfornta alr- 


space, Apollo was shot down by a wicked=-looking black hel!copter known as 
AIRWOLF. Starbuck, trying to find and rescue him, was captured by a talking 
Trans Am named KITT; the car's driver, Michael Knight, took the Lieutenant 
to the Visitor Legation In Los Angeles, where he discovered the Visitors’ 
dark secret [All he had to do was ask!) and learned he had a doppelg&nger on 
Earth -- whom Apollo had already tried to kill, thinking the double, one 
Lieutenant Templeton Peck, allas Face, was Starbuck.* 


*Of course, the reason Apollo acted crazier than usual was sImple. After 
crashing his Viper, he was rescued by Diana and her forces. Stnce the first 
thing the "lady" ever did with any good prisoner was convert him, she 
promptly did so, and programmed him to believe people like Starbuck and his 
own father, Commander Adama, were his enemles. Ergo, the attack on Face.* 


*Diana then took over Sclence Frontiers and captured Julle Parrish, replac- 
Ing her with a Visitor disguised to look just Ifike her. Using the same 
convenlently avallable resources [lf.e-, her fellow Visitors), she also 
created an exact duplicate of Apollo's dead wife Serina. This over joyed 
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Apollo, Insuring his complacency and his unswerving devotion to Diana [She 


hoped! ).* 7 


*Commander Adama eventually bowed to pressure from everyone who was sick and 
tired of his nobIlity over Apollo's disappearance, and sent an envoy to 
Earth to meet with the Visitors. Colonel Tigh headed the delegation -- the 
first really Important thing the GALACTICA's second=In=command had been 
allowed to do In years [Sorry, that should be yahrens...].* 





*Back at Science Frontlters, Apollo and the real Julfe Parrish met, and Julfe | 
was convinced to refrain from substantlally hindering Diana's efforts. Her 
bribe was beltng allowed to help In the fight against the Cylons; after all, 
It was her own screw-up that led the evil robots to Earth In the first 
place. We also discovered Diana had plans to create a second Star- 
child, using Apollo as the father; unlike Elfzabeth Maxwell, however, this 
one would be completely under her control. [Agalin? But that trick never 
works !]* 








*And what about the Cylons? They were on thelr way to Earth, led by Count 
Baltar. There could be more then that, but with all these characters 
running around loose, and all thls Insanity golng on, does anyone really 
care7?7* 





And so, you poor fools may now consider yourselves suffictently prepared to dive Into the FINAL, : 
QLIMACTIC CHAPTER [the caps are for emphasis here, folks) of "Survive the Allflance." It's been 


real, It's been fun -- and before | leave you to your fun, I'd ITke to hand out a general warning 
and a bIt of advice. 


WARNING! Projects of this sIze should never be undertaken without the direct supervision of an "| 
adult or other expert. Braln damage Its bound to result. 


And, for the advice, remember this. Should you ever be foolish enough to attempt such a project, 
DO NOT [repeat as needed] do what the creators of this monstrosity did and try to take yourselves 
serfously- With upwards of fifteen major charecters and two very different villains work Ing 
totally unconnected bits of the story, It just cannot be done. 








And, unlike the unauthorized version of this story, there will be no sequel to... 


Part IV: All Good Things Must Come to an End 





"We're down, Colonel," Athena reported nervously. 


Tigh stared past her through the vlewscreen. He could just make out the sharp noses of Vipers to 
elther side of his small shuttle -- Boomer and Sheba. Greenbean and Jolly were at rear-guard 
positions. What made him anxftous, although he couldn't show I+, were the assortment of alten 
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ground and space craft clustered some distance ahead of them, and the group of red-garbed men and 
women who approached from those craft. With the officlal party were a number of media personnel 
carrying cameras and recording devicese Given the crowd gathered beyond distant fences, the 
Cofonia!l arrival was certainly not betng kept secret. 


"Starbuck!" Athena suddenly crled joyfully. 


The Colonel stared In the direction she pointed, and saw one brown-unl formed man among the red. 
He was Indeed one of thelr missing Warrlors -- apparently unshackled and walking freely, although 
surrounded by more of the crImson-garbed strangers. 


“He doesn't look IIke a prisoner," Tigh muttered, earning a worrled look from his alde. 
"Do you think he's all right?" 


"| expect we'll find out soon enough. Meanwhile, stay here untI! we know what kind of reception 
we're getting. [| doubt you could pllot us out of here safely If we have to run, but keep a 
channel open to the GALACTICA." 


"So they'l! know If we're all murdered In the next few centons..." Athena gulped. 


Tigh smiled grimly. “Correct, Lieutenant." He activated an Inter-shIip channel. "Warriors, stay 
In your Vipers until I've approached thelr leader. Stay on this channel.-." Adjusting the 
head-set he Intended to wear for this vital first meeting, the black officer strode out of the 
shuttle, pausing only a moment for a few deep breaths to steel himself. 


The asphalt under his feet was hot from the midday sun beating down on It. It was a warm Call- 
fornia day, very bright after the artificial IIght of the ship, and Tigh briefly wished for a 
visor. “Ah, well," he muttered, “can't have everything you wish for, can you, you old fool?" 


The blond man who seemed to be the alien leader wore a red unlform trimmed In gold, and a pair of 
dark glasses over hls eyes. He stopped, saluted briefly -- the Colone! assumed It was meant as a 
friendly welcoming gesture -- and began to speak. 


"| am Inspector General Philip, representing the Leader of Homeworld, and commanding all Visttor 
forces In this system. Welcome to Earth." 


Tigh studied him closely. "You're one of those who Invaded th!s planet?" he asked, careful not 
to make It sound I!ke an accusation. 


Philip fooked regretful. "An unfortunate situation, but It has been remedied. There Is truce 
between our peoples now, and soon, we hope for a lasting peace and alliance." 


The alien had Ignored hIs lack of Identification. Colonel Tigh wondered If he was as anxlous as 
the Colonials for this meeting to go well; he certainly seemed to be. It'd be nice If they need 


us as much as we need them... “Allfance against your star enemies?" he asked, trying to draw the 


Visitor out. 


"We do not demand the humans go to war with us against the Cylons, but I admit we would find 
their ald useful. War with these humans has shown us they have much to offer In the area of 
battle. Unfortunately, years of war have left our people far less trusting than they perhaps 
should be." 
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Tigh nodded» "“f understand. We, too, fight the Cylons. it was the Earth peoples’ Ignorant 
attempt to plead with the Cylons for help against your race that finally led us here." 


"You must be quite strong, to stand agalnst the Cylons." 


The delicate probing of thelr military strength and purpose didn't pass the Colonel -- nor did 
Philip's frank evaluation of the four Vipers and the shuttle, where Tigh knew five more of his 
Warriors waltede He glanced at Starbuck, who shrugged marginal ly. 


"Inspector General, may I! converse privately with my Warrtor for a centon?" Tigh asked, sIde- 
stepping Phitip's tImplled questions for the moment. The allen frowned slightly, and seemed 
uncertain, but finally nodded and stepped back, waving his own people and the assorted media away 
as well. 


"L leutenant?" 


"They haven't hurt me, or pressed thelr questioning, Colonel. {-eecouldn't say one way or the 
other whether to trust them I haven't given them much Information beyond the standard felger- 
carb. But there's a couple of factions here, sir, and the other side has Apollo. From what I've 
heard, It sounds IIke he's been brainwashed by theme We may have no cholce but to trust this 
Phi ltp.* 


"You don't?" 


Starbuck was silent a moment. "The few humans I've met here seem to trust him. And the Visitors 
have something called a ‘legation' here In the city. I! think It's on the level. Anyway, he's 
the man we have to deal with, If we want help getting Apollo back." 


That was good enough for Tighe Touching his head-set, he sald, “Warrlors, | belleve you may join 
use" 


Tigh and Starbuck turned back to face the Visitors, and Athena, Boomer, Sheba, Jolly, and Green- 
bean joined them. They formed an Impressive honour guard as PhilIp stepped forward, accompanted 
by only one blonde female In unl form. 


The Colonel extended a hand, hoping a handshake was recognizable as a gesture of friendship. 
Starbuck didn't contradict the action; he was too busy smiling reassurtngly at Athena, who was -- 
predictably -- scrutinizing the blonde, Philip's alde Lydia. The Visitor leader quickly clasped 
Tigh's hand. 


"I'm Colonel Tigh, from the battlestar GALACTICA," the Colonial officer announced formally. "I 
belleve we have a great deal to talk about. Commander Adama, leader of the Fleet and PresIdent 
of the Quorum of the Twelve, Is very eager to speak with you and those who govern Earth..." 


The fact that the Fleet was all that survived of the Twelve Colonies after the final Destruction 
by the Cylons, and that they had come seeking asylum on Earth, were things Adama would have to 
explain privately. It was not knowledge to be gIlven to the media for the entire planet to panic 
over at once. 


There was timeee. 
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The last thing Julle Parrish needed was one of Diana's temper tantrums. After grandiose plans 
for a serles of genetic experliments using Apollo to produce a second Starchild, the Visitor's 
tests had proven the scheme Imposs!Ible. It wasn't the man's fault; the problem was that no 
Visttor female could hatch a child of human sirtng. 


"if you had asked me, I could have told you right off," Julle sIghed. 
Diana turned on her. "Tell me now, If you value his I!fe -- and yours." 


"Oh, can the melodramatics, Dianae I told you I'd help, didn't 127% Her mood wasn't Improved by 
a night spent wrestling with her consclence.e "You aren't taking Into consideration the fact that 
thts kind of cross-species breeding requires a IItve birth, something Visitor females aren't 
equipped to handlee A human female ts needed, not only for her genes, but to act as host 
organism." 


Calming down somewhat, Diana stared past her at Apo! lo, her Colonltal captive and current conver- 
ston pet. The Captain was watching television, something that still fascinated him. “Then he 


has outlived his usefulness to me," she murmured softly. 


Not so softly thet Julle didn't overhear. "Don't get crazy, Diana." God, how ridiculous that 


SOUNdSe ee! "There's an entire race of Apollos out there, with a proper proportion of them 


female. All the Information Sclence Frontiers gathered before you and your snakes took over 
Indicates It's only a matter of time before they make thelr presence known." 


As If on cue, Apollo shouted Incoherently, and leapt to his feet, potnting at the television 
screen. He was so agitated he was almost babblinge "Something has certainly gotten him ex- 
cited," Diana commented. 


"Yeah," Julfe concurred, “and somehow, |! don't think It's female mud wresti{ng." They went to 
the young Captain, who Immediately turned to Diana. 


"What Is It, Apollo, dear?" she cooed. Julle covered her mouth, certaln she would throw up at 
the Visitor's Instncerity. 


In response, the Colonial polnted to the televiston screen again, where CBS was showlIng a IIve 
special bulletin. PhIilip and the main Visitor forces were welcoming what looked to Julle like a 
diplomatic envoy. Four of the ships shown by the television cameras were exactly IIke Apollo's; 
the fifth seemed to be a shuttle of sorts. Inspector General Phil!p was shakIng the hand of a 
black man In a uniform Identical to the Captaln's except for the colour. The people around them 
seemed to be of the same rank as Apollo -- Warriors, the pllots of the shIps he called Vipers. 


"Are those your people, Apollo?" Julle asked, beating Dlana to the obvious question. 

He nodded. “It's Colonel Tighe He's my father's senlor bridge officer. Father's obviously 
decided It's time to make contact." He tugged on Diana's sleeve, much the same way a chI!d would 
when begging a favour of a treasured aunt -- or mother. "Diana, help her." 


"Help who? Apollo, love, you really must remember to be more spec! fic." 


He muttered a hasty apology, then pointed to the screen againe "My sfster, Athenae You must 
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save her from Father. She's the only child he has left. It's certain he'll sacrifice her, too." 


All of a sudden, everything that had gone wrong with Diana's plans to that point didn't matter. 
A smile -- genutne, this time -- settled on her Jipse "Your stster? Well, Apollo, | will 
certainly see what | can do. Potnt her out for me, will you?" 


He did soe it seemed to Julle that Diana's human eyes took on an unholy gleam as they studied 
the dark-halred young woman In Colontal unltform. Oh, Athena, let's hope your people take better 


care of you than they did of your brotheree. 


eee ete & 


Athena couldn't sleep. She tried her best, lying In her borrowed bed and counting celling tiles. 
But her excitement made relaxation Impossible. Shifting onto her side In the seml=-darkness, she 
wished for a sleep-Inducer. But Casslopela and Life Station's pharmacopoela were nowhere easy to 
accesse She was tempted to ask the Visitors, but Cassle and Dr. Saltk had both cautioned the 
delegation about Incompatible physfologles. 


Finally, she arose, threw a borrowed wrap over her borrowed night-gown, and left her room to 
wander the halls of the legation. As she went from room to room, delighting In furniture and 
luxurles that were not military Issue, she hummed a half-remembered tune from her childhood on 
Capr icae 


She was content. Her people had reached Earth. It might not be the Idyllic haven they had hoped 
for -- but, at last, thelr long fllght was over. And, although the Cylons were stIli behind 
them, and the SIrfans -- called Visitors on Earth -- and Terrans had at best an uneasy truce, the 
chance existed that their three races could work together and drive the Cylons back, once and for 
all. Here In the Terran city of Los Angeles, while the diplomats discussed truces and strat- 
egies, a Warrlor could rest a while, and forget that the war went on. 


A hand touched her shoulder lightly. She whirled, automatically putting some distance between 
herself and the newcomer. "Oheee Starbuck!" Before he could say anything, she rushed back to 
him and threw her arms about his neck. “Isn't this delightful?" 


The man chuckled, putting his arms around her. "Indeed It Ise 1 only hope your reception Is as 
warm when you realize I'm not Starbuck." 


BiushIng furlously as she reallzed he was: right, she pulled back. “i'm sorry," she apologized 
graciously. “Lieutenant Peck, Isn't It? Starbuck told me about you." She was amazede He'd 
told her thelr resemblance was so perfect that Apollo, In a blind rage, couldn't tell them apart. 
And, now that she thought about It, the only noticeable differences were the voice and, to some 
extent, the hair -- things only someone close to Starbuck would be able to recognize. 


Lteutenant Peck smiled at her. "Not ‘Lieutenant Peck,' please. Commanding officers and diplo- 
mats call me that. My friends call me Face." 


"interesting name," she mused. "Facee Is It common on Earth?" 


He laughed. "Not that | know of. It's a nickname. My team-mates gave It to me because of 
thise.." He Indicated his face. 


Athena laughed. “Figures. I!'!1 bet you like gambling, !tquor, and pretty girls. You love every 
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girt you ever meet, and you never tell any of them the same story twice." 


He shushed here "Don't let It get around. Can't have everyone figuring out my secret. You're 
Athena, right?" She nodded. I! guessed as much. And Sheba's the blonde?" Athena was so used 
to Casslopeta belng called "the blonde" that she had to think for a moment before nodding again. 


Face gestured toward a couple of ob jects that looked to Athena IIke the easy chair her father had 
In thelr house on Capricae "Shall we sit down?" Gathering her robe more securely about her, she 
followed his example. 


When they were seated, he took her hand In his. "So, Athena, from the reception | got, ! take It 
you and Starbuck are an Item." 


"Sort of," she replted, once he had explalned what "an Item" meant. Hesitantly at first, then 
with more confidence, she began to relate the tale of her rivalry with Casslopela, former socio- 
lator turned med-tech, for Starbuck's affections, starting with the Lieutenant's discovery of 
Casste tn the hold of a Gemonese frelghter and how he'd brought her, faliry-tale-like, Into a 
better life. 


The Terran Itstened eagerly, winctng when she told him how she had turned the steam on Starbuck 
and Casste when they made love In the launch tubes, and laughing uproariously when she told him 
about the time Starbuck had taken both her and Cassie to dinner eboard the RISING STAR on the 
same night, bankrupting himself In an ultimately vatn attempt to keep the two of them from 
running tnto each other. 


"Sounds Itke Starbuck and | have more In common than Just our looks," he commented when she was 
fintshed. As he studied her, his gaze became more thoughtful. "Including our taste In women." 


Athena swallowed, suddenly realtzing that, while he had Starbuck's looks, Lieutenant Templeton 
Peck, the "Faceman," had a magical charm all his owne She felt Ifke she was drowning. Before 
she could say anything, he leaned forward, preparing to kiss her. 


Before thelr !lIps actually met, they were startled apart by a cough from behind them. Turning, 
they saw two Visitors, thelr lasers drawn and pointed at them. Fece started to get to his feet. 
"Just what the hell Is golng on here?" 


The darker of the Visitors, whom Face remembered as Willard, gestured with his pistol. "I'd take 
it real slow, Lleutenant, [tf you want to come out of this allvee It's the female we want." 


Face and Athena exchanged confused glances, and she got to her feet. “What do you want with me?" 


"Commander Diana, ‘true lteader of our people, bids you welcome, Lieutenant, and Invites you to 
joIn your brother as her guest." 


Out of the corner of her eye, Athena saw Face scow! et the mention of Diana. Okay, so that's the 
witch who has Apollo. Leader of the opposition, Is she? What can she want with me? Apollo's a 


lot more Influentlal as a prisoner. Oh, well, no matter. I'm not golngee.e Praying Peck knew 
how to follow a lead, she looked straight at him. "I have to go with them, Face. Diana's got my 
brother. If nothing else, I've got to see that he's al! right." 


To her everlasting rellef, the man nodded slowly. "I understand. You do what you have to. I'm 
behind you all the way." 
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With a genutne smile, she walked forward. "I'm ready." 


When she was [n range, Willard reached out to grab her arm. Before he could, she grabbed him by 
the wrist and threw him Into his companion, knocking them both flat and sending thelr weapons 
sptnninge Face recovered one of the guns and shot Willard as he attempted torise.e Athena took 
out his companton with a sharp blow to the neck. 


When it was over, she went to Face. "You okay?" he asked, hls expression one of deep concern. 
She nodded, flushed and breathing heavily from the exertion of combat. "Fine. You?" 


He shrugged "No problemse" Then, Indicating their victims, he smiled apprectatively at her. 
"impressive work, Lieutenant." 


"“Thankse You weren't so bad yourself." 


"i'm glad you were able to hold your owne I don't know If I! could have handled them both my- 
self." 


Comtng as It did from someone who was the Image of Starbuck, the compliment caused Athena to 
blushe Lieutenant Starbuck was always very good about complimenting her on her battle skills -- 
as long as they didn't conflict with his own. For him to admit he might not be able to get along 
In a fight without her was unthinkable. "I'm sure you would have done fine," she whIispered. 


Lords of Kobol, what am | dolIng? I'm acting IIke a lovesick herotIne In a two~bit holodrama... 


Face was not a man to turn down a romantic openinge He moved closer, his volce dropping. "The 
Visitors are stronger than most humans. From what I've heard of the tests done on your friend 
Starbuck, your world's higher gravity makes you about thelr equal." 


"You mean | could beat you In a fight?" she murmured. She felt her heart racing as they drew 
closer. 


Just as they were about to finally kiss, they were [nterrupted by the approach of a squad of 
Visttor guards, who had been alerted by the commotion. At thelr head was Inspector General 
Philtp himself. "You guys have a lousy sense of timing," Face cracked, pullIng away from Athena, 
who self-consciously drew her robe more tightly together. 


"What's goIng on here?" Philip demanded. 


Athena shivered In spite of herself, seeing the man's frightentng resemblance to the late Ser- 
geant Ortegae It's almost amusing having two Starbucks running around. But this guyee. 


Face was tempted to say, "Nothing -- you guys didn't glve me a chance," but he knew the subtle 
humour would be lost on the Visitor. His humour was lost on a lot of humans; It was utterly 


beyond most of the Sirltans he'd come In contact with. 


To help keep him honest, Colonel! John "Hannibal" Smith strode up, his gun out and his cigar IIt. 
"You okay, Face?" 


Peck nodded. "Lieutenant Athena and | were talking, when we were attacked by these VisItors. 
One of them -- Willard -- said they were after Athena." 
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Philip smiled grimly. "No offence meant to elther your charm or your military value, Lleutenant 
Peck, but | think that ts obvious to the meanest of minds." He stooped down to check one of the 
corpses -- the one Athena had taken out. "This Is not one of my men." 


Smith rolled Face's victim over with the toe of his boot. "This guy was at Diana's hide-out the 
day we attacked It. Well, gentleman, lady, and lizards, | think thls gives us something very 
concrete to go on as to Diana's Immediate plans." 


The looks around him told him they clearly didn't have the fogglest Idea what he was talking 
about. He sighed, clearly exasperated. "Oh, come one Face, you, at least, should see It. Six 
Colontals In the legation right now, and who does Diana try for? Athena =-- Apollo's sister. 
Something tells me femtly relationship fs real tmportant to the Queen Snake right now." 


Phtltp turned to the Colontal womane "Lieutenant, | must apologize for this lapse In security. 
If you wish to return to your quarters, | can place a twenty-four hour guard outside your door." 


She started to reply, but Face Interrupted. "No offence, Inspector, but your people aren't 
exactly trustworthy at this pofnt. Those two," he polnted at the bodles of thelr attackers, 
“were wearing legation uniforms. Athena should have a human guard Inside her room while she's 
asleep. Don't you think so, Colonel?" 


Smith, catching what he was up to, nodded sagelye "Good Idea, Lieutenant. IJ'Il get BeAe up, and 
have hIm get on It right away." 


If Face hadn't leapt In at that point, Athena would havee She'd met the burly black man at the 
dinner reception given In the Colonial delegation's honour. He seemed nice enough -- but the way 
he had of staring made her uncomfortable. Fortunately for her, Lleutenant Peck's hormones were 
up and functioning. 


"Colonel," he sald, trying desperately to sound IIke he was more concerned for the welfare of a 
diplomatic guest than anything else, "the Lieutenant and | had started quite a friendship when we 
were so rudely interrupted. I think, for her sake and her nerves, It might be better If | guard 
her tonight." ~ 


At the look on his face, Athena smothered a gigglee Who guards me from you? she wondered, 
knowlng even as she thought It that she didn't care. 


*% HEE 


In the dark, chill atmosphere of a Cylon base ship, Count Baltar walted impatiently for word from 
the Imperftous Leader. Perhaps Itt was a mistake not to simply prepare his own battle plans and 
attack, presenting the supreme ruler with a falt accompli, but he distrusted Luctfer and several 
of the golden centurions newly placed In his fleets Any one of them could contact the Cylon seat 
of power, and having his orders officially countermanded would destroy whatever chance he might 
havee So he walted, and plotted alone In his quarters. 


After what seemed an endless delay, word came. The surviving Colonials were dangerous, a needle 
in the side of the glorious Cylon Alllance, but no longer any real threat to Cylon dominion; 
their brothers on Earth were primitive, to be conquered when there was time. They were no real 
danger, and It would be thoroughly satisty!ng to sub Jugate at lelsure the remnants of a race that 
produced the IIkes of Caln and Adamae The real enemy was the I!zard race that now called Itself 
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the Visitors, the Cylon Forebearers. Baltar took pleasure In knowIng the Imperlous Leader had a 
weak spot for them, an obsession with thelr destruction even greater than the one he held for the 
humanse 


His orders were to disrupt and harry shipping at every opportunity, as he had been dofng, and to 
encourage rebellion on outpost worlds -- which, he considered, was what Earth now was. The 
Cylons had fought thelr creators longer than they'd even known the humanse Now, they had some 
Idea of thelr concentrations of strength. And with the humans finally defeated, the Cylons could 
take the VisItors on In a death struggle. 


Baitar knew what he would do. He had once thought to make Gamoray his seat of power, but with 
the Visitors and Cylons at each other's throats In full fury, he concluded Earth would do quite 
as well. He would finally rule as he had been destined to rule. And when the struggle was over, 
he would be there, perhaps to gather the scattered relIns of commande. 
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Ten hours after she had ordered Athena's abduction, there was still no word from her operatives, 
and Diana was forced to admit they had falled. Muttering a stream of curses, she was tempted to 
damage something IIving, something that would beg for mercy before she crushed the life from It 
with her bare handse Something human, preferably. 


Unfortunately, the only humans within her reach were Apollo and Julfe -- whom she couldn't kill 
for reasons obvious even to the most psychotic of minds -=- and the Sclence Frontiers technictans, 
all of whom were needed for the studies being conducted on the ship called a Viper. She contem- 
plated having James transport her a prisoner from San Carlos, but knew that by the time one 
arrived, her rage would have abated. 


She was distracted from her anger by a knock on her door. "Come in," she called. The door slid 
back to admit Douglas, her chlef enforcer while James was In San Carlos. "Yes, Douglas, what Is 
it?" 

He saluted. "Commander, we have taken a prisoner Inside the facility." 


"Instde the facility?" she hissed. "Who? How?" 


"Remember the doctor and the technician we hired yesterday? The ones recommended by the Humani- 
dyne Corporation?" 


She did, vaguelye “What of I+?" 


"Well, Jullet ran a background check on them, and apparently things were very sketchy- Then | 
caught the technician -- Caltlin O*Shaunessy Is her name -- making an Illegal telephone call. 
She was talking about Apollo to someone named String." 


That was enough for Dianae The name "String" didn't mean anything to her, but for a technicltan 
to talk to an outsider about her Colontal prisoner was enough to deserve death. She was silent 
for a moment, planning how to end the I!Ife of this Caltlin O'Shaunessye Then she turned her 
attention back to Douglas. “Bring her here to my office. | will deal with her after I have 
checked [n on our other two prisoners." 


He saluted again, turned smartly on his heel, and left, giving hls commander ample time to 
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appreclatively study his human physIque from the rear. 
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Hawke was alrborne and headed for Sclence Frontiers as soon as he could get AIRWOLF's engines 
warmed up- At his side In the co-pllot's seat was a friend employed as a special operative by 
the Phoen!x Foundation, one of the country's foremost think tanks. Hawke and MacGyver had met on 
a Hawalflan vacation a year or so before the war. After the Visitors arrived, they often worked 
together for the planet-wlde resIstance network. MacGyver and Caltiin had dated a couple of 
times, so when the red-haired ex-cop's phone call was abruptly cut short, the PhoenIx operative 
Inststed on golng along to help her. 


Hawke was grateful for the assistance. MacGyver was one of the few people he'd been forced to 
work with over the years who didn't get In hls way; he, too, was more accustomed to working alone 
than with a pertner. He was a mechanical wizard, and could get out of most difficult situations 


with the ald of only his old Swiss army knIifee He also respected the pilot's moodiness and need 
for space. 


What he didn't respect was Hawke's uncanny accuracy with firearms. MacGyver hated guns, and 
preferred “solving problems" by outwitting hIs opponents. He also dislitked helghts ~- but 
somehow, flying didn't have the adverse effect on him that tall bulldings and ladders did. And, 
whatever his views on weapons, he was a good man to have around In a cristIs. 


Caitlin's capture definitely created a crisIse.. 
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Diana was not pleased to find Apollo brooding In his cell. “Why, Apollo," she cooed, "what's 
wrong?" She sat down beside him on the bed and took one of his hands In hers. 


"it's Serina," the Captain admitted. 


The Visitor Immediately squelched her InstInctive bloodthirsty response. Serina was a valued 
techniclan. With her resources so depleted, Diana couldn't afford to indulge In her favourlte 
sort of discipline to the degree she had when an entire fleet of Mother Ships was hers to play 
withe "Is there a problem between you?" she finally asked, when the man offered no further 
Information. He was frustratingly literal stnce his conversion. 


"She doesn't seem to want me any more. She's so coldee. She fiinches every time | touch her." 


SeriIna's rabid race-hatred had always made her a bad choice for dealing with the human, but there 
was no possibility of replacing her at this fate date. The Captain was too familftar with the 
"Sertna" he hade “Apollo, the two of you have been apart a long time. It fs only natural for 


her to be uncomfortable your first few weeks back together. After all, you are practically a 
stranger to her." 


“But we love each other!" The protest was more a request for reassurance than a declaration of 
fact. 


Diana patted his hand. "I! know, Apollo. Belleve me, Serina knows It, tooe She will! come around 
in timee Remember, you do not know what she has been through In the years you have been apart." 
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"She won't even talk to me about It," he complaltned. 


The Visitor felt her crest begin to rise beneath her wig, and forced herself to relax. Stupid 
human, do not do this to me! Aloud, she sald, "It ts obviously something she does not feel 


comfortable talking about Just yet. Glve her timee She will come around." Pulling away from 


him, she got to her feet. “I! stopped by to tell you we are very close to resculng your sIster. 
Your father has her tightly guarded. Obviously, you were right. He Intends to exploit her the 
same way he exploIlted you and your brother." 


The man looked up at her, tears In his eyes. "Thank you, Dlanae You're so good to meee." The 
words, though choked with tears, sounded pre-programmed and pre-packaged. Disgusted, the Visitor 
left. 


As the door hissed shut behfnd her, Apollo resumed his brooding, wondering why Diana never 
explained why Serina didn't remember their son Boxey. 


eH 


As Philip had expected, Colonel Tigh was outraged to learn of the attack on one of his officers 
=~ and even more outraged because he hadn't been notified Immediately» “We agreed to stay here 
as an act of good falth, Inspector," he told Philip coldly. "You gave me your word as an officer 
and a diplomat that these facllities were secure!" 


“And so they are, Colonel," the Visitor replied, trying to keep his patience. "As secure as 
anyone can possibly make them, glven that our Earth-based forces number In the hundreds of 
thousands, and we as yet have no clear Idea who Is working for Dlana, or even who may still be 
working with us whlie secretly In sympathy with her. BesIdes, no harm was done, and now we know 
who her target is." 


Tigh relaxed somewhat. No harm had been done, and Athena was safe. He's right. Why am I being 
so hard on him? He hoped it didn't have anything to do with the man's startling resemblance to 


the late Sergeant Ortega. [Author's note: Is there anyone out there who still doesn't get the 


reference? If so, brush up on your GALACTICA history, wise up, and take a good look at the guy's 
face!) “You understand," he continued somewhat stiffly, “that | will! have to report what's hap- 
pened to Commander Adama." 


"In truth, | expected nothing less, Colonel. If you IIke, I can make a full report to him..." 


He nodded. “That may be necessary before things can proceed any further. Meanwhile, { would 
like to sit down and discuss releasing several of your Mother Ships to ald the GALACTICA In 
holding off the approaching Cylon armada." 


Philip shivered at the mention of the Cylons, but regatned hIs composure almost Immediately. 
"Certainly, Colonel. You must understand, however, that fn our war with the humans, our forces 
ere severely I[Imited. Those of our Mother Ships that occupled territory above this planet's 
snow-IIne are elther destroyed or In human hands, thanks to a bacterlum the ResIstance released 
several years ago. It was designed to be fatal to our species." 


Tigh grimaced, barely hiding hIs distaste. Bactertal warfare? What Is Adama doling, Insisting we 


deal with these people? They're no better than the Cylonseee! No, that's unfalr. Philip 
explained why they did what they did. Still, that doesn't mean | have to Jtke Iteee 
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He also was not too Impressed by what the Colonial delegation had seen of their Terran brothers, 


although he was grateful to Lieutenant Peck for his help In saving Athenae Ah, well, they're 


still the Thirteenth Tribe, and still the best hope we have for saving our people... "Certainly, 
Inspector," he sald at last. "We will take that Into full consideration." 
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If Colonel John "Hannibal" Smith could be sald to have one overwhelming regret since the start of 
the human/VIisitor war, It was hls agreement to submit the A-Team to the command of ex-ClA opera- 
tive Clarence HamlIton Tylere He had first encountered Tyler In Vietnam, and hadn't liked him 
then. The passage of nearly twenty years hadn't diminished his dislikee His only satisfaction 
was the pleasure hIs men got In constantly baltIing the man. 


He hoped the feellng was mutuale But Tyler was so twisted, In Smith's opinion, that for all he 
knew, the man considered hIm a blood=-brother. "I'm not disagreeing with using Athena as balt-. 
I'm just saying the sIze of the operation Is completely overblown." He bit back a comment on how 
"overblown" was entirely appropriate for any ex-ClA type -- although he nearly choked In the 
process. 


Smith hated having to kowtow to anyone, but had his reasons this time. When the war was over, 
Tyler might be Influential In buying the A-Team a full pardon for the crimes they were supposed 
to have committed fifteen years before. Smith could be nice to such an Individual -- for a short 
time. 


"The people we're bringing In are all top-notch professionalse We're not golng to let Diana get 
away this time, Smithe If that means stomping her, then, by God, we'll surround her and over- 
whelm her by force!" 


The man's a damned fanatic! Smith thought. Tyler's hatred for Diana was turning Into an un- 
healthy obsessIon, clouding his reason, and bringIng out his total disregard for human IIife. "Is 
the Firm sending someone?" 


Tyler snorted derisively- "Unfortunately, yese Archangel himself Is coming, to make sure we 
don't step on the wrong toes-" One of the few thIngs the two men shared was an utter contempt 
for government agencies -- and agents like Archangel, who were never content to simply let the 
operatives do thelr work. 


"Have you bothered talking to the Colonials about your plan?" 


"I'm not an Idlot, Colonels As soon as Colonel Tigh finishes with Philip, I get him," Tyler 


sneered. "Get your team together with the girl, and meet us In the dawing room In half an 
hour." 


* * He HE 


As she studied her captive, Dlana could truthfully admit things were looking upe Caitlin 
O'Shaunessy was a particularly attractive specimen, with obvious spIrite The prospect of a 
wonderful lunch, preceded by sex with this IIvely female, was enough to start her glands sall- 
vating. q 
Outwardly, though, she struggled to retain the dignity her position demanded. "You do realize 
what you have done, Caltlin, do you not?" she purred, steeplIng her fingers beneath her chin. 
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The woman shook her head, a picture of wide-eyed feminine Ignorance. "Truthfully, 1! don't, 
Diana." 


The Visitor ralsed an eyebrow thoughtfullye "Oh, really? Do you deny that Douglas caught you 
making an unauthorized telephone cal!] from your work station?" 


"But | was just calling my mother. When 1 took this Job, | didn't realize I would be so Iso- 
lated." She shifted her position, uncomfortable with the cuffs securing her wrists behind her. 


Diana rose, coming around the deske "You are lying to me, Caltline" Reaching out, she caressed 
the woman's cheek. "Do you know how | know you are lying to me?" 


CaltiiIn shivered at her touch. "No..." 


Smiling, the Visttor commander dropped her voice to a low, throaty whisper. “You were talking 
about our Colonial guest. You cannot tell me your mother Is Interested In someone you were told 
Was TOpec."™ 


The sound of the door slIding open cut her off In mid=-sentence.e Turning to shout at the In- 
truder, Diana was caught full In the chest by a laser blast fired by Stringfellow Hawke. With a 
high, strangled scream, she fell -- knocking the sobbing Caltitn to the floor beneath her. 


Hawke rushed Into the room, MacGyver hard on his heels. Together, the two men struggled to free 
Caitlin, finally succeeding tn rolltng Diana over to the carpet. As MacGyver pIcked the lock on 
the cuffs, trying at the same time to soothe the young woman, Hawke checked Diana's body. 


"You didn't have to shoot her, you know," MacGyver pointed out. "All we had to do was stun her, 
then get Caitlin out. She'd have been valuable as a prisoner, and we might have been able to use 
her to stop the war entirely." 


Hawke shrugged- "No polInt arguing about It now. She's dead." 


MacGyver stood, then helped Caltif{n up. "We'd better get out of here. Those lizards we stunned 
on the way In are gotng to wake up soon." 


Nodding, Hawke led the waye As they retraced thelr steps through Sclence Frontiers, each man 
wondered the same thing. 


What wll! happen to the war effort, now that Dlana Is dead? 
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Unbeknownst to them, the war effort was chugging along just fine, as Ham Tyler's hand-picked 
group of Res!Istance operatives gathered to discuss the final push to find and crush Diana and her 
followers. Standing In the doorway of one of the largest meeting rooms tn the Visitor legattion, 
Tyler marvelled at the enormous diversity of talent gathered [In that one place. The operatives 
ranged In age from the sIxtles -- Dominic Santin!I and Hannibal Smith -- down to somewhere fn the 
twenties -- Jody Travis and Laura Holt. Thelr fmages were diverse as well, ranging from the 
tallored elegance of Remington Steele to the flannel shirts, Jeans, and cowboy hats of Colt 
Seavers and his crew of motion picture stuntmen. 
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"They're a mixed bunch, all right, boss," Chris Faber commented. 
Tyler shrugged. “Long as they pull {f+ off, who are we to bitch?" 


One person was conspicuously absent from the gathering. Mike Donovan, noted Journalist and a 
long-time leader of the LA. Resistance, had been missing for close to forty-elght hours. 
Tyler*s gaze fell on the Itmmaculately white-garbed form of Archangel. You know something about 
It, don't you? he silently accused the Firm agent. As he strode to the table, he vowed to call 


the man out In this meeting, and find out exactly what he knew about Donovan's disappearance. 


When he reached the head of the table, he nodded to his partner. "All right, folks," Faber's 
volce boomed over the low rumble of conversation. “Listen up!" 


All eyes tn the room turned to Tyler. When he was certain he had thelr full attention, he began. 
"Before we get started, I'd like to apologize for the short notice, and for the way some of you 
may have been ‘persuaded’ to show up tonight." 


A stunning, elegantly dressed blonde leapt to her feet. "You'd better be prepared to do more 
than that, Mr. Tyler," she declared. “That behemoth standing next to you shattered four pleces 
of priceless crystal before forcing me out of my house at gunpoint!" 


Tyler wanted to smile, but with all the government types present, settled for a mock-stern glare 
at Faber. Before he could reply to the woman's accusation, her companion -- a casually dressed 
young man with fairly bland looks and thinning halr -=- grabbed her by the arm and tried to reason 
with her. "Maddie, c'mon, will you shut up and let the man finish?" 


There was no stopping her, though. She jerked her arm freee “Let go of me, Devid.e I'm gotng to 
have my say!" 


Before their squabbiIng could get entirely out of hand, a young woman In a tallored busIness suit 
stepped In; she was Laura Holt, of the famed Remington Steele Agency. "Miss Hayes?" she began 
gently, Inserting herself between the combatants, "| think your problem can be dealt with at 
another time. Obviously, Mr. Tyler has a matter of some urgency to convey to us." 


Something In her eyes made the older woman back down. With a scathing glance at Tyler, Madeline 
Hayes resumed her seat. 


"Thank you, Miss Holt," Tyler sald to his young saviour. She returned his gratitude with a 
coldiy professtonal smile before takIng her own seat againe I! Iike that one, he thought Irrele- 
vantly. 


When he had control agaln, Tyler resumed speakinge “Now, some of you may not be aware of this 
yet, but two of Diana's agents tried to kidnap one of our Colonial guests last nighte The young 
lady Is all right; {ft seems she can hold her own In a fight. We have learned that Athena Is 
Apollo's sister. And Apollo, in case you've all forgotten, Is the Colonial officer Diana's 
gotten her claws Intoe While we don't know why the family relationship Is Important, It obvi- 
ously Ise Therefore..." 


"| belleve [ may be able to shed some light on that subject, Mr. Tyler." Archangel's quietly 
powerful voice easily over-rode hime 


Bowling slightly, Tyler favoured the older man with a sardonic grine "Somehow, I! thought you 
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might be able to. Floor's yours." He took a seat. 


"Another thing you might not realize ts that Diana Is at Sclence Frontiers, and has been for 
quite some time. The woman you have all encountered and belleve to be Jullet Parrish Is actually 
a Visitor double." 


The news ratsed quite a stir. In the midst of It, Michael Knight got to his feet, towering over 
everyone else [tn the room. "Is Julle alive?" His Interest was highly personal. Before the 
accident that ended his IIfe as policeman Michael Long, he and Julfe had been close friends, ever 
since high school. 


Archange! nodded. "She was seen approximately twenty-four hours ago. Apparently, Diana is 
keepIng her allve for Information on the StarchiIld. From what we've been able to learn, Diana 
had plans to create a second Starchi!d, using Captain Apollo. Parrish must have finally told her 
the experiment could only be successful using a Visitor male/human female pairing. That informa- 
tion prompted her to go after Athena, who presumably carries the same necessary genes as her 
brother." HIs explanation finished, the mysterfous agent In white settled back In his chair. 


"I"ve got a question, Archangel," Hannibal Smith Inter jected before Tyler could pick things up 
again. "How were you able to get all thls Information, when none of us had any Idea where Diana 
was?" 


The Firm's agent smiled secretively. "! have my sources..." 
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It was early evening, and Douglas was on the verge of panic. Several hours ago, he and an 
unsuspecting Jullet had stumbled upon Diana's body, sprawled In her office. When thelr initial 
shaking had subsided, they decided to try to keep her unexpected death a secret. "After all," 
Jullet had potnted out, "her goals are stli! our goals." 


Douglas had finally volced the thought that haunted them both. "That, and we can't trust James." 
If possible, Dlana's second-In-command was even more psychotic than his late commander. Nelther 
Douglas nor Jullet wanted to face him without Diana's authority to shield them from his temper. 


As it turned out, keeping Diana's death from the employees at Sclence Frontiers wasn't hard at 
all. Douglas had never realized how few of the workers -- human and Visitor alltke -- wanted to 
deal one-on-one with the erstwhile commander of the Los Angeles Mother Ship. They were perfectly 
content to take thelr problems to Jullet, who handled them with a previously unsuspected skIl| 
and finesse. 


Hiding the situation from James proved more difficult, but Jullet managed to hold him off by 
say!Ing Diana was tn "one of her moods" and unwilling to be disturbed. It placated him -- but 
only barely. 


Maybe | should contrive to let the humans teke care of James. The thought came naturally; It was 
a necessary possibility for survival. Tipping Diana's chair -- now mine, | suppose == back as he 
had seen done on televiston, Douglas put his feet up on the desk. Maybe | can be ruthless, after 
Allee. 
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Julle sighede No matter what her title, Olana had her working as a mere technictan, not as a 
sclentist. She didn't really expect access to any of the massive computers or advanced equip~- 
ment; the Visttor leader wouldn't give her an opportunity to contact the outside world, or to 
mess up any [mpertant experlments elther under preparation or In progresse As a result, she 
cleaned up, washed equipment, collated data, and stood around a lot = work any grad student 
could doe Diana had promised her a part In providing for Earth's defence against the Cylons, but 
so far, she hadn't been allowed to do much of anything to that ende 1 suppose | should have 


expected Iteece 


She glanced up from her collection of freshly sterilized glassware as Apollo and the Visitor 
Serfna entered the lab- An allen, pretending to be his wifee 1! thought she was real at first, 


converted iike him, and working for Diana. Her skin's as Ice cold as the rest of them, though. 
Diana, you're a heartless bitch, playing on a lost love Iike thatee. 


She stopped the thought, remembering that the trick was hardly a new onee Shortly after the 
reoccupation, Diana had tried to get to Mike Donovan In a similar fashton, by returning his 
ex-wife to him -- programmed to be the way she was when they had first fallen In love. 


Oh, Mike, she thought, also remembering how thelr love had weathered that crisis. Where are you? 
Why don't you realize they're tricking you, and come and rescue me? But it was a hopeless 


fantasy. The distance that had grown between them since the signing of the truce would only lend 
credence to Diana's Iles. 


Her attention returned to Apolloe He's from the starse Really human, and from another world. 





Maybe a half=human kid won't bother his sister so much If things go that badly- Maybe, among his 
people, someone like Elizabeth might have a more normal existence... 


Apollo sat down beside her as Serina hurrited off to tend to some unknown duty- Julle watched his 
eyes follow the Visitor until she vanlshed around a corner. Finally, he looked at her; he seemed 
troubled. "Julie? Why doesn't Serina remember Boxey?" 

"Boxey 7?" 


"Our sone She doesn't remember our sones." 


Your sonece? Diana didn't go deep enough! You're pulling away, thinking again! Maybe I can 
helpese "You told me you thought Serina was dead," she murmured, trytng to prod him Into real- 


Izing the truth. 


He was silent a moment, his eyes downcast. "That's what | thought," he sald at fast. "I saw her 
die. But Dlana said..." He broke off, troubled. 


"They bleed green, the Visitors. Cut Serina, and she'!l! bleed green." 


He shook his head, and moved away from her. The tension In his body was obvious. It's starting, 
Julte thought. You know the truth, Apollo. You're Just not ready to accept It yetee. 


if the Fates were kind, he would accept It soon. 


+e He & & 


it was late when Tigh finally had enough tnformation to contact Commander Adama. Settled tn his 
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room after seeing to Athena's safety, he switched on his wiIst communicator. "This Is Colonel 
Tigh to the GALACTICA. Come In, GALACTICA. Priority One commun! qué." 


Static crackled as the signa! reached across thousands of miles to the vast metallic structure he 
had called home for the last several yahrense At last, Omega's familiar voice filtered through 
the speaker grille. "GALACTICA here, Colonele Go ahead." 


"Transfer me to the Commander's private channel." 


A centon or so later, he heard Adama's voicee "Greetings, old friend. ! must confess, { have 
been anxiously awalting this transmission." 


Tigh settled back In his chair. "A lot has been happening, Commander, more than I'm sure ! know 
how to deal with. Most Importantly, both Starbuck and Apollo are alive. Apparently, though, 


Apollo ts the prisoner of some renegade Visitors, and eccording to all rellable data, they have 
bralnwashed hime" 


There was a brief moment of silence as Adama digested this Information, then a curt, "Go on." 


‘Last night, these same renegades made an attempt to kidnap Athenae The security people here 
belleve they know why, and have come up with a plan to turn the enemy's objectives to our ultI- 
mate advantage." He hesitated to tell the Commander his daughter was the balt in a trap they 
were setting for Diana and her forces. No sense burdening him with yet another worryee.e "As far 
as the diplomatic side goes, | have been In conference with the Inspector General of the Visitors 
and with several human leaders, Including the President of the United States. We have decided 
that, once this Diana Is fn custody, our three races should meet and formally discuss an alltf- 
ancee Both Terrans and Visitors seem quite eager to help us make a stand agalnst the Cylons." 


"Tigh, the Earth people... How do they seem to you? As primitive as we feared?" 


He thought for a moment. It was a difficult question. "Technologically, they are startlingly 
primitive, Commander. | see the same fighting spirit, thoughe I'm coming to belleve that humans 
are humans no matter where you travele Personally, | would be proud to welcome them as allles. 


Although they tend to be a most suspIcious people, they are no worse than the Visitors on that 
score." 


"Taking that Into consideration, what would you say to offering them the GALACTICA as neutral 
territory for negotiating the alllance?" 


"{ don't think elther race will object, sir. I'Il present the tdea to Inspector General Philp 
In the morning." 


"Capital, Tigh, capital. {*I! make a report to the Quorum. Continue to keep me Informed. And 
good lucke Adama out." 


eeteeteee 
"i'm telling you, | don't Itke It." 
"And {'m telling you, Starbuck, that you don't have any say In the matter. Colonel Tigh's okayed 


the plan, and we're leaving In a couple of centars." Athena sat In a chair In the centre of he 
bedroom. Lounging about the room were her Warrior friends and the people she had come to know as 
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the A-Team. 


With an almost overwhelming sense of uneasIness, Starbuck watched her Interact with the Terrans. 
Of all the Earth people she had met so far, she made no secret of the fact that this eccentric 
group of soldiers were her favourites. She seemed more comfortable with Hannibal Smith than she 
had ever been with her own father, and he was always ready with a joke, a smile, or a tender word 
of comfort. Murdock, who sald his name was “Howling Mad," was a constant source of comic relief, 
changing personalities seemingly at will. And she swore that even B.A. Baracus, the gruff, 
hard=bitten black warrfor who had made her so nervous at first, was really as gentie as a bast- 
ling. 


Athena, for her part, stIll wasn't as certaln about Amy Allen, the young reporter who stood 
behind her, brushIng her hair and twisting Itt [Into an attractive knot at the base of her skull. 
Amy had been Introduced to her only that morning, and the two women were cautious with each other 
at first -- especially when Amy sensed the attraction between Athena and Face. 


Faceeee Athena looked up Into his eyese So Itike Starbuck, and yet so different... She had 
worrted, that first night, afraid she was just us!Ing the Terran to capture that plece of Starbuck 
he had always refused to give her. But thelr first kiss had eastly dispelled her fear. 


She reached up and slIIpped her hand Into Peck'se- He smiled down at her. “I love you," he 
mouthed silently. 


Nefther of them noticed Starbuck's Incredulous staree "She's got to be kidding!" he whIispered. 


He could feel the amused smites of his friends as they watched the little scene. "Stiff compe- 
tition, Bucko," Sheba teased. : 
Something In Starbuck snapped at that. "Competition, hell!" he retorted. From what he knew of 
Peck, the man was a con artist == possibly rivalling Starbuck himself. He's just using her 


Infatuation with me to turn her head... he thought jealously, as he moved forward to crouch down 


In front of Athena. 


"Athena, please understand that I'm worrled about youe" His voice was low and gentle, and the 
look In hls eyes was the same one that Invariably had women the length and breadth of the entire 
Colontal Fleet falling tn a swoon at his feet. 


To his horror, Athena patted his cheek gently. Her tone was Indulgent, almost as If she were 
speaking to a child -- of an Idiot. "| understand, Starbuck, and | appreclate Itt. But you've 
got to accept that I'm a big girl, and | can take care of myself. Besides, Hannibal and Mr. 
Tyler have covered every contingency- I'l! be perfectly all right." 


Undaunted, he would have pressed the Issue- She rarely held out long before the old Starbuck 
charm. But before he could make a move, a hand descended on hIs shoulder. Swivelling sitghtly, 


he looked up into the famlllar features of Templeton Peck. It's IIke looking Into a blasted 


mirroreee An annoyed frown crossed his face. "Yes?" 
*“feutenant Starbuck, could | have a few words with you?" He paused briefly. “Outside?” 


The Warrtor shrugged, getting to his feet. “Why not here?" There was an edge to his voice no 
one tn the room could mistake. 
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Face, In contrast, was a study In Icy calm. "{ think tt would be better for everyone If we had 
this out In private. In splte of our personal concerns, Athena's got a deadiiIne. If she's not 
ready, It throws the entire operation off, and we can kIss any chance of finding Apollo goodbye." 


There was little Starbuck could say. With a tender smile for Athena, he followed the Terran from 
the room. As the door shut behind them, several of the Warrlors burst out laughing. 


"Was It just me," Murdock asked In the midst of the mayhem, "or was that one mondo weeel!Irrrddd 
scene?" 


"What | wouldn't give to be a fly on the wall out there!" Jolly laughed. 


Only Athena seemed completely nonplussed at the turn things had teken. "I wish Starbuck would 
Just let It go," she complained. “He Ignores me for sectars, then all of a sudden, when | take 
an Interest In someone else, | become the most Important person tn his unltverse!" 


%& &# th & 


A few feet from the room, Starbuck stopped and stood his ground, arms folded across hls chest. 
"What do you want to talk to me about, Lieutenant?" 


Ordinarily, Face would have conned his rival, leaving the poor schmuck completely baffled. Thls 
time, though, the guy's almost as good as | am. Better try a new tack... "It's about Athena. 
She's told me all about the two of you, and how you constantly take her tor granted." 


Starbuck opened his mouth to protest, but the Terran quickly waved him to sIllence. "No, fet me 
finish, please. Any comebacks you've got, | probably already know. Hell, | wouldn't be sur- 
prised if I've used most of them myself at one point of another. At any rate, | know what you're 
up to, and | want to ask you to stop It right now, and back off. Any rivalry between us ts only 
gotng to end up hurting Athena." 


"Interesting," Starbuck sneered. "Or are such noble Intentions just masking your Insecur!ttes, 
Lteutenant?" 


"Cut the crap, Starbuck," Face countered. "From what I've seen, any similarity between us goes 
more than skin deep. I've played your games with women, and probably ended up feeling the same 
way about It. It's not regarded very highly here on Earth. At any rate, | think | really love 
Athena, and she thinks she loves me -- for myself. Is It gotng to hurt your ego so much to give 
us @ chance to find out If we've got something? You've stil! got thls Cassfopela person, and 
after we've captured Diana and you people settle down here, I'I! take you bar-hopping. With a 
face Ifke yours, the ladies wil! pursue you In droves." 


Starbuck felt a chill run down his spine as he I!stened to the other man talk. It's IIke watch- 
Ing myself. He's even using the same ktnd of logic I'd use If | were In his place...! "Trouble 
Is, all felgercarb aside, | still care for Athena." 


Peck smiled a knowIng smile. "I don't doubt It. If you cared enough for It to turn tnto some- 
thing more than friendship, though, you'd have done something about It by nowe You had your 


chance, Starbuck. It's my turn now." 


The Warrtor had to concede. He's right! If nothing else, | can't let my pride stand tn the way 


of Athena's happiness... He offered his hand to hIs Terran twine “AI! right, Lieutenant. I'II 
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back off -- for now." 


Face smiled broadly, clasping Starbuck's hand In a firm gripe “Thank you." 


eet HE 


With a groan, Julle rolled over onto her side. Once again, she couldn't sleepe Too much was 
golng on around Sclence Frontiers. Jullet and Douglas looked perpetually on edge; Diana hadn't 
been seen for approximately thirty~sIx hours; and the explanations given by her second=-In-command 
were beginning to wear pretty thine 


And {'m not the only one who's noticed It, elther. Serina tried to see her all day. J don't 


credit her with all that much Intell!gence, but surely she must reallze Apollo's fightIng the 


conversloneece 


That, [tn Itself, created a whole new problem. Julle did what she could to foster Apollo's 
growling doubts about Diana's benevolence, but there was only so much she could do before attract- 
Ing the wrong kind of attentione And say he does break freeee.e. What then? She was no closer to 
escape now than when she had been captured. 


She was startied out of her musings by a soft rap on her door. She sat up tn bed, feeling around 
fos her robe. “Who Is It?" she called, throwIng the wrap around her shoulders. 


“It's Apollo. Mind If I come In?" 
"They've got me locked Ine" She switched on the lamp by her bede |! wonder what's Upece 


There was a click, and the door opened, admitting the young Colonial Captain. "I'm sorry to 
disturb you, Julle, but | need to talk, and they won't let me In to see Dilanae™ He sounded !ike 
a lost child seeking parental guIdance. 


Julie smiled her friendilest smilee This was the most encouraging sign she had seen In Apollo's 
battie against his conversfone In the absence of Diana, who had estabifshed herself as h!s guru, 
he had chosen here She patted the bed beside here "Have a seat, Apollo. I'Il be glad to help 
you If I can." 


He sat downe Up close, she could see the IInes of worry creasing hIs brow, and the real turmol! 
In his eyes. "Douglas just told me someone named Ham Tyler has contacted Dfanae Your Res!stance 
friends have Athena -- my sIster == and they say my father wants them to trade her for my re- 
lease." 


Rescue! 


Suddenly, Julie's disquiet of the past several days made the kind of sense a convenlent plot de- 
vice was supposed to makes They know where Diana's holed up, and they obviously know what she's 


planning! Smells Iftke a plan to meeee To Apollo, she said, “And you're worrted about what Diana 


will do to your sister?" 


He shook his head. "Absolutely not. Diana hasn't hurt mee She cares about me- She'll care 
about Athena, too." But he looked troubled. 


"Butesoe?" She probed gently, urging him to continue. 
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"But.--Douglas Indicated they're going to go through with the trade. Diana's going to save 
Athena, and glve me back to my father now that he needs me agaln." 


Julie saw the crack and rushed Ine “Don't you see, Apollo? This proves what | tried to tell you 
when | was first captured. Dtana doesn't glve a damn about you unless you can serve her pur- 
posese You can't give her a Starchild. Athena cane Therefore, If she has to get rid of you to 
get Athena, she will." 


The man looked confused. "StarchI1d?" 


Briefly, she detalled the history of the child-woman El!zabeth Maxwell, who had become a symbol 
of peace for two warring races, human and Visitor. "seeand so, you see," she concluded, "If 
Diana brings about another Starchiid, this time under her control, she'll have the ultimate 
weapon to turn against your people and mine." 


"What you're saying Is that Diana’s been lying to me all along, that she's Just been using me the 
same way my father did?" 


"The first part, yes. But the second, noe Remember, you didn't think your father was using you 
unt!! Diana made you see It that way." 


Rather than become agIitated and start hurling denlals everywhere, as Julle knew conversion 
victims did when faced with the reality of thelr situation, Apollo grew calm, and regarded her 
thoughtfully. “What you say does make some sort of sense, Julle. The problem Is, Dlana sald 
you'd tell me Iles IIke this. I don't know who | can trust any more, so untt! | can talk to her 
face to face, I'm not golng to say | belleve you o not." 


The woman smiled gently. Enough pushing for now. I've got him doubtIng- That's enoughee. She 
gasped his hand firmly. "I understand, Apollo. | know what you've been through, and | can't 
expect you to trust me yet. Belleve me, though, I've got your best Interests at heart." 


"| hope so." Pulling away, he got to his feet. “I'm sorry | Interrupted your sleep. I'm golng 
to try to see Diana." 


+ &£ et & & 


Griffith Park, 6:45 AeM. Ham Tyler, Chris Faber, Hannibal Smith, Devon Miles, and Archangel 
stood with Athena In the shade of a century oak. The Res!Istance's top operatives were hidden 
among the trees and shadows throughout the perk, scattered about In varlous disguises. The 
detectives of the party -- Holt, Steele, Hayes, and Addison -- tallied the Visitor contingent to 
make sure there was no treachery. | 


"The only ones missing are Hawke and MacGyver," Feber noted, almost as If reading his partner's 
thoughts. 


Tyler turned to Archangel. “What about I+? Hawke's your mane You have any extracurricular 
action going on | should know about?" 


The Firm officer drew himself up Impertously. "Nothing | would be permitted to tel! you about, 
Mr. Tyler. Even In your heyday with the Company, your security clearance wasn't high enough." 


15) 


Ra WARY 
Ser 


yess 
noe ‘oo 
oe Fe 


? 


eps 


_¢ 
‘ ht 
etre mw abatt 


“4 
: 


REA: 





<2 


Smith chuckled. He loved to see Tyler balted. 


Tyler, on the other hand, was IIvide "Listen, you! Anything that might have a bearing on my 
operation Is my business!" 


“Well, you can rest your mind on that score, Mr. Tyler. Nothing the Firm Is Involved tn will In 
any way Interfere with this morning's exercise." He couldn't very well say he hadn't heard from 
Hawke sInce he'd told the pllot about Caltiin. HIs agent's sllence had him a good deal more 
worrled than he let one 


A crackle of static from Smith's walkle-talklte stalled the possibility of further hostilittes. 
“Hannibal? C'mon, man, you there?" 


Smith ratsed the transmitter to his mouth. “I'meright here, BeAe What's up?" 

"Group of lizards just entered the park. That Colonial dude's with ‘em, and Doc Parrish." 

Face had the second check-polnt, and a few moments later, he reported Ine "Got ‘em, Colonel. 
BeAe's right. Apollo's with them, but looks like It's the [fizard Julle, not Doc Parrish. Inter- 


esting polInt for you, though. Diana's not with them." 


Tyler swore violently, and Smith waved him to sIllence.e "Ten-four, Face. Look sharp." He turned 
to hts companions. "Okay, you all heard that. Seems Diana's stayed home from thls party." 


"Something about this stinks," Faber noted. 


Tyler shrugged, his anger once more under controle "The Important thing right now Is getting 
Apollo backe Honey, you stil! got that laser |! gave you?" 


Athena nodded grimly, patting the smal! of her back, where a Visitor laser was concealed beneath 
the baggy sweat-shirt she wore. 


"You remember what to do?" Smith asked. 


"When Archangel says, ‘We just want to keep things as simple as possible," | tackle Apollo and 
get him out of the IIne of fire. | use the pistol to defend use In the event I'm In a tight 
spot, | surrender, and you guys tall me with the homing device." She patted the clasp covering 
her knot of halr. 


Smith nodded- "Good golIng, Athenae You know your busInesse" There was obvious admiration In 
his volcee 


She shrugged. "I don't usually get to go out In the fleld Itke thls, but | graduated as a 
Warrtor from the Academy on Caprica." 


"if we're finished with the mutual admiration soclety," Tyler growled, "I suggest we pay atten- 
tlon. We got company." 


A small group of unlformed figures spproached the human band. Three of them -- Jullet, Douglas, 


and Sertna -=- wore red Visitor unlforms. The fourth was Apollo, dressed In h!Is Colonial battle~ 
sult. 


= tos? 


Athena was unable to suppress a gasp of amazement when she saw the alfen SerInae It can't bees! 


She must be a VisIitoree. Starbuck had finally admitted his mistake In assuming Lydla, the 





Visttor Security Chief, was human. 


The Visitor contingent halted a few feet from the humans, and Douglas stepped forward. Archangel 
and Tyler went to meet him. 


"Is that the Colonial woman?" the Visitor asked. 
“Why don't you just ask Captain Apollo?" Tyler laughed. 


"I'm assuming the Captain ts In good health," Archangel sald smoothly. There was a threatening 
undercurrent to his volce. 


Douglas gestured, and Serina led Apollo forward. "Captaltn Apollo?" Archangel asked. He nodded. 
"This Is Ham Tyler, and | am called Archangel. We're golng to take you back to your friends and 


fami ly." 


The Captain looked as though he wanted to protest, but kept his mouth shut and settied for a curt 
node 


“Bring the female forward," Douglas demanded. "Let us get this over with." 


Tyler motioned to Athena, who began walking forward. "“Belfeve me, Douglas," Archangel told him, 
"nothing would please us moree We're trying to keep this as simple as possible." 


At that moment, things exploded. Athena took a few running steps and launched herself at her 
brother In a flying tackle that hurled both of them to the ground. The startled Visitors found 


themselves surrounded by a deadly ring of guns, held by a good twenty human ResIstance flghters. 


Had Diana been present, her followers might have tried to fight thelr way out. As It was, they 
were surrounded and Immobilized before they could fire a shot. 


Athena got to her feet, and extended a hand to help her brother up. He Ignored It. "You be- 
trayed me, Athena!" he yelled at her. 


"Apollo, what are you saying? We saved you!" 


Smith, coming up behInd her, put a comforting hand on her shoulder. "He's stil! converted, 
Athenae No telling what Diana's told him." 


Tears welling In her eyes, she reached out for her brother agatn.e His face g-Im, Apollo turned 
his back on heree. 


eeeand found himself face to face with a sight that defiled all logic. The sight of Face and 
Starbuck, dressed exactly alike -- a touch of Smith's == and holding guns on Sertina was something 
he would have had problems dealing with even In his right mind. 


Smith turned to him. "Diana iled to you from the first, Captaine How can you be sure Starbuck 
betrayed you? How can you even be sure which one Is Starbuck?" 


He motioned to Face, who reached out and, Jn one swift movement, ripped Sertnats human mask from 
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her face. Apollo screamed as the true visage of the woman he had thought to be his wife was re- 
vealed. 


"Diana Ited to you," Starbuck told him. "Sertina's deade You saw her diee"™ 


The Captain's eyes rolled up In his head, and he fainted. 


*& He Ht 


Colonel Tigh glanced at his chronometer. While he wasn't yet quite sure how the Terrans measured 
time, he knew they should have heard something from Tyler and his band. Enough centars had 
passed; they should at least be able to report partial success or fallure. 


Philtp noticed his glance and smiled. "! do not know how punctual your people are, Colonel, but 
| can assure you Earth humans pay very little attention to clocks and the Importance of time. 
Tyler will report tn when he can tell us what we want to hear. No sooner, and no later." 


Tigh smiled. “Perhaps humans aren't so different from place to place, Inspector General. My 
Warriors tend to have a similar disregard for time. Would It surprise you to learn they often 
have a total disregard for proper procedure as well? It causes those of us In command pos!tions 
many an anxious moment." 


"And several ulcers, too, no doubt." Lydia saluted Philip as she entered the room "Inspector 
General, we have heard from the human forces. Mr. Tyler reports they have taken several of 
Diana's command personnel prisoner. After some...creative.e..persuasion supplled by Mr. Faber, 
the one masquerading as Jullet Parrish broke and told us all we need to know to crush the rene- 
gades once and for all." 


"Captain Apollo was rescued?" PhIil!p asked. 
She noddede "He appears to be tn perfect health. They even managed to break the conversion. 
Tyler ts leading a force to Science Frontiers to rescue the real Julle Parrish and the other 


human workers." 


“What about Diana?" 


Lydia's grin grew even wider. "That Is the pecullar part of this whole affair. According to 
Jultet, Diana was shot by Intruders some time yesterday. The prisoner she was Investigating at 
the time was one Caltlin O'Shaunessy..." 


"Which, unfortunately, leaves !tittle doubt as to the Identity of her killer." Archangel IImped 
Into the room. 


“What do you mean, sir?" Colonel Tigh asked the man In white. 
"It Is regrettable, but one of my agents has quite a mind of his own [tn certaln matters. When | 
told him of Miss O'Shaunessy's capture, he and a friend staged a raltd of thelr own on Sctence 


Frontiers. in the course of resculng Caitlin, Hawke shot Diana." 


Phtlip started to laugh; he couldn't help It. "You mean she has been dead for nearly forty-elght 
hours?" Archangel! nodded. 
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Tigh got to his feet. "I will see Captain Apollo and Lieutenant Athena, then get In touch with 
Commander Adama and see If we can get things moving on this truce conference." 


Archangel held up a hand to stop him. "Lteutenant Athena Isn't here, Colonel. I'm afratd she 
Inststed on going along to Sclence Frontiers. | was In no position to object. Like Hawke, the 
young lady has a mind of her own." 


The Colonial officer had to agree. "She {s, Indeed, her father's daughter..." 


&etetenet & 


One week later, once everything had been put relatively to rights, the malin cast of characters 
gathered In the counclt| chambers aboard the GALACTICA. For the moment, both humans and Vis!tors 
were able to enjoy the brief respite, preparatory to settling down for treaty negotiations. 


Adama, Philip, and Mike Donovan stood off to one side, enjoying glasses of vintage ambrosia. 
"This stuff Is amazing!" Donovan commented. "It has champagne beat hands down." 


"Just be careful, Mr. Donovan," the GALACTICA's Commander warned. "The effects can creep up on 
youe® 


The journalist had mysterlously reappeared In Los Angeles a few days after the raid on Sclence 
Frontiers, after successfully leading a raid of hls own on the Visitor-controlled town of San 
Carios -- a rald that took all of Diana's shock troops Into custody and Ifberated the ‘towns- 
peoplee He and Julle Parrish had Immediately settled down to work out their own private recon- 
clitation. . 


"| am sorry Julle could not be here, Mike," Philip sald. "Is she doling better?" 


He nodded. "She wasn't too happy about having to stay behind, but | wanted to make sure there's 
nothing to keep her from the altar In a few weeks, after the treaty's signed." 


The Visitor smiled broadly. “Let me be the first to congratulate you, Mike. |! must admit, | was 
wondering how long It would take you." 


Mike shrugged, looking embarrassed. "! was belng stupid, ! guess." 


Adama offered his hande "! would Ifke to congratulate you as well, Mr. Donovan. I{t Is wonder ful 
that, tn the midst of war, something Iike marrlage can bloom." 


Mike took his hand. “Thank you, Commander." 


"“et's get our negotiations under way, thene The sooner we complete them, the sooner we can 
celebrate your wedding!" 


“tet & & 


As the leaders of three races settled down to negotlate the first peace any of them had known In 
years, a lumbering ship with unfamlllar markings entered Earth alrspacee The GALACTICA's scan- 
ners noted Its approach, but Commander Adama had left word he was to be Interrupted only In the 
event of a Cylon attack. The Junior officer monitoring the scanner didn't think too much of It. 
The strange vessel obviously wasn’t Cylon tn origin. 
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The ship was the SULACCO. After surviving unspeakable horrors and barely escapIng Intact, she 


had d-ifted through space for months, and had finally returned to Earthe Automated systems 
roused her cryogenically sleeping occupants. 


Unbeknownst to the only living souls aboard -- a Corporal named Hicks, a woman called Ripley, and 
a young girl known as Newt -- the SULACCO had wandered Into the wrong story-IIne. As a result, 


when the battered ship's Instruments spotted the GALACTICA, Hicks and Ripley weren't sure what to 
do, or even what to think. 


"It certainly Isn't one of ours," Hicks told Ripley at last. 
"You think It's hostile?" she asked. 
He nodded oncee "Bet on Ite" 


"What do you want to do?" 


"Nuke It from spacee After all, It's the only way to be sure..." 


FINIS 


[And aren't | 
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FROM DEEP SPACE.e. 


At last, we come to the end of THE OSIRIS FILES #2, our longest zine ever. And, as Is now 
customary, we want to thank some of those many people who made I+ all possible. 


First, our Incredible writers. From the streets of Calro to those of New York, from the MILLEN- 
NIUM FALCON to the battlestar GALACTICA, from chocolate chip cookles to Jelly doughnuts, thelr 
work Is comment enoughe Kathie Hughes, Mary Robertson, Lisa Mudano, and newcomer Rodney Ruff -- 
all are excellent story-tellers, from whom we might expect a great deal In the years ahead. We 
only hope our readers enjoyed thelr stortes half as much as we did ourselves. 


Lisa Golladay, editor extraordinaire. What would our story have been without your expertise? 


And art? Tonl Hardeman, Gennle Summers, Dorinda Francis, Kate Soehnien, Pat Posadas -- we thank 
you, one and all, for your wonderful, apt, and beautifully diverse work. DIfferent talents, dif- 
ferent styles -- and all serving to enhance the storfes our writers sent use 


As usual, words fall to express our thanks to joan hanke~woodse She's too good to be real, an 
old and dear friend. We love our new logo as well as her other art, and feel she more than 
deserves a matched pair of Hugo book-ends. (By the way, joan IIkes the name "MorI"...) 


Jean Clissold's cover Is, of course, spectacular, as we knew It would be when we asked her to do 
one.e Hers Is a talent we would all sorely miss. 


Lastly, our proofreaders did their usual meticulous job, even finding a few errors Spel |Scan 
missed. Technology or not, we'll always need that human touch. 


All tn all, an exceptional effort by a lot of exceptional people. To all the contributors and 
staff of THE OSIRIS FILES #2: Our heartfelt thanks for a Job farm more than merely well done! 


“ 


And now, a few things for our readers to ponder as we part company for another year: 


Can you see Sean Connery as father to Harrison Ford's Indiana Jones? Both TV GUIDE and ENTER- 
TAINMENT TONIGHT swear It'S SOce. 


And how many of you have noticed how much Nicholas Rowe (YOUNG SHERLOCK HOLMES) resembles a young 
Tom Baker, both In tace and volce? 


WIL! Vincent and Cathertne of BEAUTY AND THE BEAST ever actually kiss? Isn't this a bit Itke 
SCARECROW & MRS KING? 


Is there anyone out there who actually Ifkes USA Network's version of AIRWOLF? Or young, Impos-~ 
sibly precocious Acting Ensign Wesley Grusher of the USS ENTERPRISE (STAR TREK, THE NEXT GENERA- 
TION)? 

And will we ever get to see that next STAR WARS film? George, how long do we have to walt? 


With these parting thoughts, we wish you peace, joy, and happiness -- and many hours of good 


reading -- until next time! 
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THE OSIRIS FILES Is a general-media fanzine from OSIRIS Publications, covering all the many and 
diverse universes of clnema and television. 


In our premlere Issue, you wil! find an all-new AIRWOLF story, In which Stringfellow Hawke finds 
himself accused of a serles of vicious political assassinations. He can't see a way out of the 
TP aPece 


It's Christmas-time, and a little girl sees an "angel," when Ralph Hinckley filles agaln as THE 
GREATEST AMERICAN HERO. 


The scene shifts to the planet Sagittara, and the time to the night of the !ll-fated Armistice 
with the Cylons. Workers hurry to put final touches on a new shuttle for the commander of the 
battlestar GALACTICA, only to find themselves In the middle of an Invaslonee.e 


Last of the fiction offerings for thIs Issue Is "Survive the Alllance," our ultimate tribute to 
the multi-media storys The Visitors have Invaded Earth, the ResIstance has called for help -- 
and the Colonials and Cylons have both answered. While on reconaltssance, Apollo Is shot down by 
&@ menacing semething that resembles a marine mammal with a propeller beanle, and Starbuck Is 
Kidnapped byeesa talking automoblle? The Firm Is called In to help Investigate the wreckage of 
an allen spacecraft, and the A-Team JoIns the battle... 


Also Included In THE OSIRIS FILES #1 are eleven beautIful STAR TREK and STAR WARS portraits by 
Hugo-winner Joan hanke-woods. First done ten years ago, these portralts have never before been 
publishede They are printed on fine IInen stock, In a format sultable for framing, and can 
easily be removed from the zine. 


So, welcome to THE OSIRIS FILES! To order this new zine, with more than 120 pages to delight 
you, send a check or money order for $15.00, payable to Joy Harrison In U.S. dollars only, to: 


OSIRIS Publications 
8928 North Olcott Avenue 
Morton Grove, IIIInols 60053 


Remember, we cannot accept checks or money orders payable to OSIRIS Publications or THE OSIRIS 
FILES. Be sure to Include your correct malling address -- and do not send cash through the mall! 
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OSIRIS Publications takes great pride in announcing THE OSIRIS FILES, a new 
fanzine devoted to the realms of cinema, theatre, and television, and the many 
wayS in which these media treat fantasy and science fiction. 


Fly with the freedom of an eagle aboard a unique super-sonic helicopter. 
Travel through space with a rag-tag fleet of refugees as they search for 
safety on a possibly mythical world. Combat an evil, corrupt Empire with the 
brave warriors of the Rebel Alliance. Explore new worlds and new civilisa- 
tions with the crew of the starship ENTERPRISE -—- or explore the ancient 
Civilisations of our own world with Indiana Jones. 


ATRWOLF 
BATTLESTAR GALACTICA 
RAIDERS OF THE LOST ARK 
STAR TREK 
STAR WARS 


Stories from all these popular films and television series, as well as ALIENS, 
DRACULA, E.T., KNIGHT RIDER, MAD MAX, OUTLAND, STARMAN, V, WOLFEN — and 
anything else our readers desire and contributors care to submit ——- can await 
you on the pages of each issue of THE OSIRIS FILES. 


Letters of comment are always welcome. For information on prices and contents 
of specific issues, please send a self-addressed, stamped envelope to: 


we 


THE OSIRIS FILES 
c/o OSIRIS Publications ; 
8928 North Olcott Avenue oo 
Morton Grove, Illinois 60053 


THE OSIRIS FILES is intended to be an annual publication, although additional 
issues may appear throughout the year. For detailed information on submis- 
sions, please refer to the back of this flyer. O 









Wander the many dimensions of time and space 
with the Doctor, a meddling Time Lord from the 
planet Gallifrey. Travel the far reaches of 
the galaxy with the freedom fighters of the 


Liberator. Explore the vast depths of Sher- 


wood Forest, fighting oppression and injustice 
with the Hooded Man and his followers. 


DOCTOR WHO. 
BLAKE'S 7. 
ROBIN HOOD. 
THE AVENGERS. 
THE PRISONER. 
THE PROFESSIONALS. 
DEMPSEY AND MAKEPEACE. 
Stories from all these popular series -- and 
any others our readers desire and contribu- 


tors care to submit -- can await you on the 
pages of THE SONIC SCREWDRIVER. 


Letters of comment are always welcome. For 
information on prices and contents of specific 
issues, please send a self-addressed, stamped 
envelope to: 


THE SONIC SCREWDRIVER 
c/o OSIRIS Publications 
8928 North Olcott Avenue 
Morton Grove, Illinois 60053 


THE SONIC SCREWDRIVER is intended to be an 
annual publication. For detailed information 
On submissions, please refer to the back of 
this flyer. 
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OSIRIS Publications takes 
great pride in announcing THE 
SONIC SCREWDRIVER, a new fan- 
Zine devoted entirely to the 
realm of British television. 











THE SONIC SCREWDRIVER is a British-media fanzine from OSIRIS Publications. 


In our premiere issue, meet two charming drones and their human master amidst 
the trees of the Last Forest of Earth, and travel with the Doctor and Jamie to 
a planet where an agricultural colony is dying, its settlers unable to pay for 


the basic needs of survival -- while surrounded by incredible mineral wealth. 
Join the Time Lord and his companion Tegan as they visit Nafnelor for a holi- 
day -- only to find themselves once again involved in a struggle to save a 


world from alien invasion. Explore some of the many intricacies of the DOCTOR 
WHO universe, in an attempt to unravel such mysteries as the Doctor's age, his 
relationship with the Master and Romana, his true name... 


In our second issue, the Doctor and his companions travel to Central America, 
where they discover the purpose of the mysterious drawings of Nazca. Then the 
Time Lord, this time with companions Ben and Polly, inadvertently journey to 
Nazi Germany, where they meet that nation's malevolent Master. Next, Briga- 
dier Lethbridge-Stewart of UNIT experiences a most peculiar Christmas Eve, as 
strange events unfold before his disbelieving eyes. And finally, the crew of 
the Scorpio (BLAKE'S 7) have landed on Gauda Prime, where they met with dis- 
aster. But who really died there? And who survived? 


All this, and more, await you on the pages of THE SONIC SCREWDRIVER. To order 
either of these first two issues, send a check or money order for $12.00, 
payable to JOY HARRISON in U.S. dollars only, to: 


OSIRIS PUBLICATIONS 
8928 North Olcott Avenue 
Morton Grove, Illinois 60053 





Please, do not send checks or money orders payable to OSIRIS Publications or 
THE SONIC SCREWDRIVER. Remember to specify which issue(s) you want, and be 


Sure to include your correct mailing address. And do not send cash through 
the mail! 





THE SONIC SCREWDRIVER is a British-media fanzine from OSIRIS Publications. 
Our third issue features stories by Marcia Brin (UFO), Kathie Hughes (DOCTOR 
WHO), Barbara Mater (DOCTOR WHO), Linda Pfonner (ROBIN HOOD), and Mary Robert- 
son (BLAKE'S 7); art is by Toni Hardeman, Karen River, and Hugo-winner joan 
hanke-woods. 


Did you ever wonder what made brilliant, likeable Ed Straker the cold, em- 
bittered head of S.H.A.D.0., and leader of the fight against alien invasion? 
And everyone Knows heroes like Roj Blake do all sorts of heroic things -- but 
while they're at it, who does the laundry? Join Vila Restal aboard the Liber- 
ator, and find out what happens when he makes his first attempt at household 
chores. 


A simple (!) explanation of the game of cricket leads the Doctor to underwater 
adventure with Jacques-Yves Cousteau and the crew of Calypso. And the Hooded 
Man is a target once again, but this time, Gisburne actually has him helpless 
-- and Herne himself may not be able to save Robin from certain death! 


Finally, THE SONIC SCREWDRIVER #3 presents a very special feature. "ROBIN 
HOOD: An Artist's View" is a set of five portraits by Karen River, easily 
removed from the zine and presented in a format suitable for framing. 


All this, and much more, await you on the pages of THE SONIC SCREWDRIVER #3. 
To order, send a check or money order for $15.00, payable to JOY HARRISON in 
U.S. dollars only, to: 


OSIRIS PUBLICATIONS 
8928 North Olcott Avenue 
Morton Grove, Illinois 60053 





Please, do not send checks or money orders payable to OSIRIS Publications or 
THE SONIC SCREWDRIVER. Be sure to include your correct mailing address. And 
do not send cash through the mail! 





OSIRIS Publications proudly presents IMAGINATION, a new fanzine devoted en- 
tirely to original works of fantasy and science fiction. 


IMAGINATION is intended to be an annual publication. It will contain stories, 
poetry, essays, songs, and art from writers and artists who have the potential 
to become true professionals in the fantasy/science fiction field. 


Letters of comment are always welcome. For information on prices and contents 
of specific issues, please send a self-addressed, stamped envelope to: 


IMAGINATION 
c/o OSIRIS Publications 
8928 North Olcott Avenue 
Morton Grove, Illinois 60053 


We urge all those who want to see their work in print, who want to share their 
writing and art with others in fandom, to submit their efforts for our consid- 
eration. For additional information on submissions, please refer to the back 
of this flyer. 


Remember, the realm of IMAGINATION is open to all who dare to dream. 
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